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CHAPTEß I. • : .;- •';- 

Monkshaven. * ^ 

On tbe north-eastem sbores of England there is a 
town called Monkshaven, containing at the present daj 
about fifteen thousand inhabitants. Tbere werö, bow- 
ever, but balf tbe number at tbe end of tbe last Century, 
and it was at tbat period tbat tbe events narrated in 
tbe following pages occurred. 

Monksbaven was a name not unknown in tbe 
bistory of England, and traditions of its baving been 
tbe landing-place of a tbroneless queen were current in 
tbe town. At tbat time tbere bad been a fortified Castle 
on tbe beigbts above it, tbe site of wbicb was now 
oecupied by a deserted manor-bouse ; and at an even 
earlier date tban tbe arrival of tbe queen, and coäval 
witb tbe most ancient remains of tbe Castle, a great 
monastery bad stood on tbose cliffs, overlooking tbe 
vast ocean tbat blended witb tbe distant sky. Monks- 
baven itself was built by tbe side of tbe Dee, just 
wbere tbe river falls into tbe German Ocean. Tbe 
principal street of tbe town ran parallel to tbe stream, 
and smaller laues brancbed out of tbis, and straggled 
up tbe sides of tbe steep bill, between wbicb and tbe 
river tbe bouses were pent in, Tbere was a brldge 
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across the Dee, and consequently a Bridge Street mn- 
ning at right angles to the High Street; and on the 
south side of the stream there were a few houses of 
more pretension, around whiclj.lay.-^i^ens and fields. 
It was on this side of .Uie' ibowÄ thaf the local aristo- 
cracy lived. Ajjd who V^re-the great people of this 
small towp? '. N6t tlie- yöunger branches of the county 
fanuliee \thtCt '.heM hereditary stato in their manor- 
•lipu^^ bn tne wild bleak moors, that shut in Monks- 
täVen almost as effectually on the land side as ever 
the waters did on the sea-board. No; theso old families 
kept aloof from the unsavoury yet adventurous trade 
which brought wealth to generation after generation of 
certain families in Monkshaven. 

The magnates of Monkshaven were those who had 
the largest number of ships engaged in the whaling- 
trade. Something like the following was the course of 
life with a Monkshaven lad of this class: — He was 
apprenticed as a sailor to onc of the great ship-owners 
— to his own father, possibly — along with twenty 
other boys, or, it might be, even more. Döring the 
Summer months he and his fellow apprentices made 
voyages to the Greenland seas, returning with their 
cargoes in the early autumn; and employing the winter 
months in watching the preparation of the oil from the 
blubber in the melting sheds, and leaming navigation 
from some quaint but experienced teacher, half-school- 
master, half-sailor, who seasoned his instructions by 
stirring narrations of the wild adventures of his youth. 
The house of the ship-owner to whom he was appren- 
ticed was his home and that of his companions during 
the idlc season between October and March. The 
domestic position of these boys varied according to the 
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premium paid; some took rank witH tHe sons of tHe 
family, others were considered as little better than 
servants. Yet once on board an equality prevailed, in 
which, if any claimed superiority, it was the bravest 
and brightest. After a certain number of voyages, the 
Monksbaven lad would rise by degrees to be captain, 
and as sacb would have a sbare in tbe venture; all 
tbese profits, as well as all bis savings, would go 
towards building a whaling vessel of bis own, if he 
was not so fortunate as to be the child of a ship-owner. 
At the time of which I write, there was but little 
division of labour in the Monkshaven whale fishery. 
The same man might be the owner of six or seven 
ships, any one of which he himself was fitted by edu- 
cation and experience to command; the master of a 
score of apprentices, each of whom paid a pretty suffi- 
cient premium; and the proprietor of the melting-sheds 
into which bis cargoes of blubber and whalebone were 
conveyed to be fitted for sale. It was no wonder that 
large fortunes were acquired by these ship-owners, nor 
that their houses on the south side of the river Dee 
were stately mansions, füll of handsome and substantial 
fumiture. It was also not surprising that the whole 
town had an amphibious appearance, to a degree 
anusaal even in a seaport. Every one depended on the 
whale fishery, and almost every male inhabitant had 
been, or hoped to be, a sailor. Down by the river the 
smell was almost intolerable to any but Monkshaven 
people during certain seasons of the year; but on these 
unsavoury "staithes" the old men and children lounged 
for hours, almost as if they revelled in the odours of 
train-oil. 

Thiß is, perhaps, enough of a description of the 
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town itself. I have said that the country for miles all 

around was moorland; high above the level of the sea 

towered the purple crags, whose summits were crowned 

with green sward that stole down the sides of the scaur 

a little way in grassy veins. Here and there a brook 

forced its way from the heights down to the sea, making 

its Channel into a valley more or less broad in long 

process of time. And in the moorland hoUows, as in 

these Valleys, trees and underwood grew and flourished; 

so that, while on the bare swells of the high land you 

sliivered at the waste desolation of the scenery, when 

you dropped into these wooded "bottoms" you were 

charmed with the nestling shelter which tliey gave. 

But above and around these rare and fertile vales there 

were moors for many a mile, here and there bleak 

enough, with the red freestone cropping out above the 

scanty herbage; then, perhaps, there was a brown tract 

of peat and bog, uncertain footing for the pedestrian 

who tried to make a short ciit to his destination; then 

on the higher sandy soll there was the purple ling, or 

commonest species of heather growing in beautiful wild 

luxuriance. Tufts of fine elastic grass were occasionally 

to be found, on which the little black-faced sheep 

browsed; but either the scanty food, or their goat-like 

agility, kept them in a lean condition that did not 

promise much for the butcher, nor yet was their wool 

of a quality fine enough to make them profitable in 

that way to their owners. In such districts there is 

little population at the present day; there was much 

less in the last Century, before agriculture was suffi- 

ciently scientific to have a chance of contending with 

such natural disqualifications as Ihc moors presented, 

and whon there were no facilities of railroads to 
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bring sportsmen from a distance to enjoy the shoot- 
ing season, and make an annual demand for accommo- 
dation. 

There T^ere old stone halls in the Valleys; there 
were bare farm-houses to be seen on the moors at 
long distances apart, with small Stacks of coarse poor 
hay, and almost larger Stacks of turf for winter fuel in 
their farm-yards. The cattle in the pasture fields 
belonging to these farms looked half starved ; but some- 
how there was an odd, intelligent expression in their 
faces, as well as in those of the black-visaged sheep, 
which is seldom seen in the placidly stupid counte- 
nances of well-fed animals. All the fences were turf 
banks, with loose stones piled into walls on the top 
of these. 

There was comparative fertility and luxuriance down 
below in the rare green dales. The narrow meadows 
stretching along the brookside seemed as though the 
cows could really satisfy their hunger in the deep rieh 
grass; whereas on the higher lands the scanty herbage 
was hardly worth the fatigue of moving about in 
search of it. Even in these "bottoms" the piping sea- 
winds, following the current of the stream, stunted and 
cut low any trees; but still there was rieh thick under- 
wood, tangled and tied together with brambles, and 
brier-rose, and honeysuckle; and if the farmer in these 
comparatively happy Valleys had had wife or daughter 
who cared for gardening, many a flower would have 
grown on the westem or southern side of the rough 
stone house. But at that time gardening was not a 
populär art in any part of England; in the north it is 
not jet. Noblemen and gentlemen may have beautiful 
gardens; but fanners and day-labourers care little fot 
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them north of the Trent, which is all I can answer for. 
A few "berry" bushes, a black currant tree or two (the 
leaves to be used in heightening the flavour of tea, 
the fruit as medicinal for colds and sore throats); a 
potato ground (and this was not so common at the 
close of the last Century as it is now), a cabbage bed, 
a bush of sage, and balm, and thyme, and marjoram, 
with possibly a rose-tree, and "old man" growing in 
the midst; a little plot of small strong coarse onions, 
and perhaps some marigolds, the petals of which 
flavoured the salt-beef broth: such plants made up a 
well furnished garden to a farm-house at the time and 
place to which my story belongs. But for twenty miles 
inland there was no forgetting the sea, nor the sea- 
trade; refuse shell-fish, sea-weed, the offal of the melt- 
ing houses, were the staple manure of the district; 
great ghastly whale-jaws, bleached bare and white, 
were the arches over the gate-posts to many a field or 
moorland Stretch. Out of every family of several sons, 
however agricultural their position might be, one had 
gone to sea, and the mother looked wistfuUy seaward 
at the changes of the keen piping moorland winds. 
The holiday rambles were to the coast; no one cared 
to go inland to see aught, unless indeed it might be to 
the great annual horse-fairs held where the dreary land 
broke into habitation and cultivation. 

Somehow in this country sea thoughts foUowed the 
thinker far inland-, whereas in most other parts of the 
island, at five miles from the ocean, he has all but 
forgotten the existence of such an element as salt water. 
The great Greenland trade of the coasting towns was 
the main and primary cause of this, no doubt. But 
there was also a dread and an irritation in every one^s 



mind, at the iime of wticli I write , in connection with 
tlie neighbouriag- sea. 

Biiice the termination of the Ämorican war, there 
had been nothing to call ihr any unusual energy in 
manning the navy; and the grants re(|uirGd hyOoveni- 
meat for this ptivpose diraiiiifshed with every year of 
peaxsa In 1792 this grant touched its minimum for 
many yeaju In 1793 tbe proceeding"8 of the Frencli 
Bad set Eiirope on fire^ and the EngHsh were raging 
witli anti-GalHcan exciteraent, famcDted into action by 
every cxpedient of tlie Crown and ita Ministers. We 
had our shipsi but whcre were our men? The Admiralty 

Ell ad, however, a ready remedy at hand^ with ample 
precedent for its use^ and with common (if not Statute) 
law to sanction ita application. They isßued 'press 
Warrants,' calling upon the civil power throiighout the 
coimtry to support their oflicerfl in the dis Charge of 
their duty. The sea-coast was dtvided into districtö, 
under the charge of a captain in the navy, who again 
:dolegated siih-districts to iieiitenants; and in this manner 
9II homeward bonnd vesüels were wat^ihed and waited 
for, all ports were ander supervision; and in a day, if 
uoed were^ a large numher of nien coiild he added to 
the forcos of his Majefify's navy. But if the Admiralty 
becnnie urgent in their demands, they were also willing 
to ba unser iipulo US. Landsmen, if able-bodied, might 
»oon he trnined into good sailors; and once in the 
bald of the tcnder, which always a waited the success 
of the Operations of the presa-gang, it was difficiilt for 
stich prisoners to bring evidence of the nature of their 
fonner occupations, especially wdien none had leisure 
to listen to such evidence, or were willing to beiieve H 
if tbey did listen^ or wonld act upon it for the releaso 
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of the captive if they had by possibility both listened 
and believed. Men were kidnapped, literally disap- 
peared, and nothing was ever beard of tbem again. 
The Street of a busy town wad not safe from such 
press-gang captures, as Lord Thurlow coald have told, 
after a certain walk he took about this time on Tower 
Hill, when he, the attomey-general of England, was 
impressed, when the Admiralty had its own peculiar 
ways of getting rid of tiresome besiegers and petitioners. 
Nor yet were lonely Inland dwellers moresecure; many 
a mstic went to a Statute fair or ^mop,* and never 
came home to teil of bis hiring; many a stout young 
farmer vanished from bis place by the hearth of bis 
father, and was no more heard of by mother or lover; 
so great was the press for men to serve in the navy 
during the early years of the war with France, and 
after every great naval victory of that war. 

The servants of the Admiralty lay in wait for all 
merchant-men and traders; there were many instances 
of vessels retuming home after long absence, and laden 
with rieh cargo, being boarded within a day's distance 
of land, and so many men pressed and carried off, that 
the ship with her cargo became unmanageable from the 
loss of her crew, drifted out again into the wild wide 
ocean, and was sometimes found in the helpless guidance 
of one or two infirm or ignorant sailors; sometimes 
such vessels were never heard of more. The men thus 
pressed were taken from the near grasp of parents or 
wives, and were often deprived of the haid earuings of 
years, which remained in the hands of the masters of 
the merchant-man in which they had served, subject 
to all the chances of honesty or dishonesty, life or 
death. Now all this tyranny (for I can use no other 
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Word) is marvellons to us; we cannot imagine bow it 
is that a nation submitted to it for so long, even under 
any warlike entbusiasm, any panic of invasion, any 
amount of loyal subservience to the governing powers. 
TVlien we read of the military being called in to assist 
the civil power in backing up the press-gang, of parties 
of soldiers patrolling the streets, and sentries with 
screwed bayonets placed at every door while the press- 
gang entered and searched each hole and corner of the 
dwelling; when we hear of churches being surrounded 
during divine Service by troops, while the press-gang 
stood ready at the door to seize men as they came out 
from attending public worship, and take these instances 
as merely types of what was constantly going on in 
different forms, we do not wonder at LordMayors, and 
other civic authorities in large towns, complaining that 
a stop was put to business by the danger which the 
tradesmen and their servants incurred in leaving their 
hooses and going into the streets, infested by press- 
gangs. 

Whether it was that living in closer neighbourhood 
to the metropolis — the centre of politics and news — 
inspired the inhabitants of the southern counties with a 
streng feeling of that kind of patriotism which consists 
in hating all other nations; or whether it was that the 
chances of capture were so much greater at all the 
southern ports that the merchant sailors became inured 
to the danger; or whether it was that serving in the 
navy, to those familiär with such towns as Portsmouth 
and Plymouth, had an attraction to most men from the 
dasb and brilliancy of the adventurous employment — 
it is certain that the southemers took the oppression 
of jHress- Warrants more submissively than the wild north- 
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eastem people. For with them the chances of profit 
beyond their wages in the whaling or Greenland trade 
extended to the lowest description of sailor. He migbt 
rise by daring and saving to be a ship-owner bimself. 
Numbers around bim had done so; and tbis very fact 
made the distinction between class and class less ap- 
parent; and tbe common ventures and dangers, tbe 
universal interest feit in one pursuit, bound tbe in- 
babitants of tbat line of coast togetber witb a strong 
tie, tbe severance of wbich by any violent extraneous 
measure, gave rise to passionate anger and thirst for 
vengeance. A Yorksbire man once said to me, "My 
county folk are all alike. Their first thought is how 
to resist. Why! I myself, if I hear a man say it is a 
fine day, catch myself trying to find out tbat it is no 
such tbing. It is so in thought; it is so in word; it is 
so in deed." 

So you may imagine the press-gang had no easy 
time of it on the Yorksbire coast. In other places they 
inspired fear, but here rage and hatred. Tbe Lord 
Mayor of York was wamed on 20th January, 1777, 
by an anonymous letter, tbat "if those men were not 
sent from the city on or before tbe following Tuesday, 
his lordship's own dwelling, and the Mansion-house 
also, should be bumed to the ground." 

Perhaps something of the ill-feeling tbat prevailed 
on the subject was owing to the fact wbich I have 
noticed in other places similarly situated. Where the 
landed possessions of gentlemen of ancient family but 
limited income Surround a centre of any kind of pro- 
fitable trade or manufacture, there is a sort of latent 
ill-will on the part of the squires to tbe tradesman, be 
he manufacturer, merchant, or ship-owner; in whose 
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Bands 13 Leid a power of money-making, wMcli no 
liereditarj pride, or gentlematdy love of doing notbiug', 
prerents iiiin from uBing. TIiib ill-will, to bö sure^ is 
moirtly of a negativo kind; ita raost common form of 
matul^statioü is in iibsettce of speecb or aetion, a sort 
of torpid and genteel ignoring all nnpleasant nei^h- 
Lonrs; but roaÜy the whale-iisberiea of Monksbaven 
Jiad becorae so impertineiitly and obtrusivelj prosperouä 
of iate years at tbe timo uf whieL I write^ Üie Monks- 
liavcTi ship'Ow^erB wgtq g^rowing so wealtby and con- 
seqoentialj tbat the flt|uire3^ wbo lived at home at ease 
in tbe old stone mauor-bonBes scattered up and down 
the sitrroanding^ moorland^ feit tbat tbe cbeck upon tbe 
Monksbaven trade likelj to bo inflicted hy tbe preee- 
gang, was wisely ordamed hy tiie bigber powers (bow 
liigh tbej placed tbese powere I will not yentwe to 
to saj), to prevent over-baäte in gcttiug rieb, wbich 
was a Script Ural faulte tiad tbey also tbongbt tbat tbey 
were onij doing tbeir dtity in backing iip tbe Admiralty 
Warrants by all tbe civil power at tbeir disposal, 
wbenever tbey were called npon, and wbenever tbey 
CO nid do m witbont taking too mncb tronble in affaira 
whicb did not after all mtich concem tbemselves. 

Thcre was just anotber motive in tbe raindsof some 
provident parents of raany dangbters. Tbe eaptains 
and lientenant? employed on thia aervice were niostly 
sgreeable bacbelors^ brougbt up to a genteel profeßsion, 
at tbe least tbey were very pleasant visitors, wben 
tliey bad a day to spare; wbo knew wbat migbt come 
of it? 

Indeed^ tbese bravo officers were not unpopulär in 
^fitiksbaveu itself, except at tbe time wben tbey were 
ht into actual coUision with the people, TKey 
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had the frank manners of their profession; they were 
known to have served in those engagements, the very 
narrative of which at this day will warm the heart of 
a quaker, and they themselves did not come prominently 
forward in the dirty work which, nevertheless, was per- 
mitted and quietly sanctioned by them. So while few 
Monkshaven people passed the low public-house over 
which the navy blue-flag streamed, as a sign that it 
was the rendezvous of the press-gang, without spitting 
towards it in sign of abhorrence, yet perhaps, the veiy 
same persons would give some rough token of respect 
to Lieutenant Atkinson if they met him in High Street. 
Touching their hats was an unknown gesture in those 
parts, but they would move their heads in a droll, 
familiär kind of way, neither a wag nor a nod, but 
meant all the same to imply friendly regard. The 
ship-owners, too, invited him to an occasional dinner 
or supper, all the time looking forward to the chances 
of his tuming out an active enemy, and not by any 
means inclined to give him "the run of the house," 
however many unmarried daughters might grace their 
table. Still as he could teil a rattling story, drink 
hard, and was seldom too busy to come at a short 
notice, he got on better than any one could have ex- 
pected with the Monkshaven folk. And the principal 
share of the odium of his business feil on his sub- 
ordinates, who were one and all regarded in the light 
of mean kidnappers and spies — "varmint," as the 
common people esteemed them; and as such they were 
ready at the first provocation to hunt and to worry 
them, and little cared the press-gang for this. Whatever 
eise they were, they were brave and daring. They 
had law to back them, therefore their business was 
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lawfiil. They were serving their king aüd country. 
They were using all their faculties, and that is always 
pleasant. There was plenty of scope for tlie glory and 
triumph of outwitting ; plenty of ad venture in their life. 
It was a lawful and loyal employment, requiring sense, 
readiness, courage, and besides it called out that stränge 
love of the chase inherent in every man. Fourteen or 
fifteen miles at sea lay the Aiiroi^ay good man-of-war; 
and to her were conveyed the living cargoes of several 
tenders, which were stationed at likely places along 
the sea-coast. One, the Lively Lady^ might be seen 
from the cliffs above Monkshaven, not so far away, 
but hidden by the angle of the high lands from the 
constant sight of the townspeople; and there was 
always the Randyvow-house (as the public-house with 
the navy blue-flag was called thereabouts) for the 
crew of the Lively Lady to lounge about, and there 
to offer drink to unwary passers-by. At present 
tbis was all that the press-gang had done at Monks- 
haven. 



CHAPTER IL 

Home from Grecnland. 

One bot day, early in October of the year 1796, 
two girls set off from their country homes to Monks- 
haven to seil their butter and eggs, for they were both 
farmers' daughters, though rather in different circum- 
stances; for MoUy Comey was one of a large family of 
children, and had to rough it accordingly; Sylvia Rob- 
son was an only child, and was much made of in more 
people's estimation than Mary's by her elderly i^öx^cl^ä. 
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They had each purchases to make after their sales 
were effected, as sales of butter and eggs were eflPected 
in those days by the market-women sitting on the Steps 
of the great old mutilated cross tili a certain hour in 
the aftemoon, after which, if all their goods were not 
disposed of, they took them unwillingly to the shops 
and sold them at a lower price. But good housewives 
did not despise Coming themselves to the Butter Cross, 
and, smelling and depreciating the articles they wanted, 
kept up a perpetual struggle of words, trying, often 
in vain, to beat down prices. A housekeeper of the 
last Century would have thought that she did not know 
her business, if she had not gone through this pre- 
liminary process; and the farmers' wives and daughters 
treated it all as a matter of course, replying with a 
good deal of independent humour to the customer, who, 
once having discovered where good butter and fresh 
eggs were to be sold, came time after time to depre- 
ciate the articles she always ended in taking. There 
was leisure for all this kind of work in those days. 

Molly had tied a knot on her pink-spotted hand- 
kerchief for each of the various purchases she had to 
make; duU but important articles needed for the week's 
consumption at home; if she forgot any one of them 
she knew she was sure of a good "rating" from her 
mother. The number of them made her pocket-hand- 
kerchief look like one of the nine-tails of a "cat;" but 
not a Single thing was for herseif, nor, indeed, for any 
one individual of her numerous family. There was 
neither much thought nor much money to spend for 
any but coUective wants in the Comey family. 

It was different with Sylvia. She was going to 
choose her first cloak, not to have an old one of her 
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motlier's, that bad gone down through two sisters, 
dyed for the fourth time (and MoUy would have been 
glad had even this chance been hers), but to buy a 
bran-new duffle cloak all for berself , witb not even an 
eider authority to curb her as to price, only Molly to 
give her admiring counsel, and as mach sympathy as 
was consistent witb a little patient envy of Sylvia's 
bappier circumstances. Every now and tben tbey 
wandered o£P from tbe one grand subjeet of tbougbt, 
but Sylvia, witb uncönscious art, soon brougbt tbe 
conversation round to tbe fresb consideration of tbe 
respective merits of gray and scarlet. Tbese girls were 
Walking bare-foot and carrying tbeir sboes and stock- 
ings in tbeir bands during tbe first part of tbeir way; 
but as tbey were drawing near Monksbaven tbey 
stopped, and tumed aside along a foot-patb tbat led 
from tbe main-road down to tbe banks of tbe Dee. 
Tbere were great stones in tbe river about bere, round 
whicb tbe waters gatbered and eddied and formed deep 
pools. Molly säte down on tbe grassy bank to wasb 
her feet; but Sylvia, more active (or perbaps ligbter- 
bearted witb tbe notion of tbe cloak in tbe distance), 
placed ber basket on a gravelly bit of sbore, and, 
giving a long spring, seated berself on a stone ^Imost 
in the middle of tbe stream. Tben she began dipping 
her little rosy toes in the cool rusbing water and 
whisking them out witb cbildisb glee. 

"Be quiet, wi' tbe', Sylvia. Tbou'st splasbing me 
all ower, and my feytber 11 noane be so keen o' giving 
me a new cloak as tbine is, seemingly." 

Sylvia was quiet, not to say penitent, in a moment. 
She drew np her feet instantly; and, as if to take ber- 
self out of temptation, she tumed away from Molly Iq 
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that side of her stony seat on which the current ran 
shallow, and broken by pebbles. But once disturbed 
in her play, her thoughts reverted to the great subject 
of the cloak. She was now as still as a minute before 
she had been füll of frolic and gambolling life. She 
had tucked herseif up on the stone, as if it had been 
a cushion, and she a little sultana. 

MoUy was deliberately washing her feet and draw- 
ing on her stockings, when she heard a sudden sigh, 
and her companion tumed round so as to face her, and 
Said, 

"I wish mother hadn't spoken up for t' gray." 

"Why, Sylvia, thou wert saying as we topped 
t' brow, as she did nought but bid thee think twice afore 
scttling on scarlet." 

"Ay! but mother's words are scarce, and weigh 
heavy. Feyther's liker me, and we talk a deal o' 
rubble; but mother's words are liker to hewn stone. 
She puts a deal o' meaning in 'em. And then," said 
Sylvia, as if she was put out by the Suggestion, "she 
bid me ask Cousin Philip for his opinion. I hate a 
man as has getten an opinion on such-like things/* 

"Well! we shall niver get to Monkshaven this day, 
either for to seil our eggs and stuff, or to buy thy 
cloak, if we're sittin' here much longer. T' sun's for 
slanting low, so come along, lass, and let's be going.'' 

"Butifl put on my stockings and shoon here, and 
jump back into yon wet gravel, I 'se not be fit to be 
seen," said Sylvia, in a pathetic tone of bewilderment, 
that was funnily childlike. She stood up, her bare 
feet curved round the curving surface of the stone, her 
slight figure balancing as^if in act to spring. 

"Thou knows thou'U havo just to jump back bare- 
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jTooti aml wasli thj fect afresh, without makhig all that 

|tado; thciu ähould^ät ha.^ dotie it at first, Hke me, and 

all other sensible fölk. But tlion'st getten no gunip* 

Mollj's moutli was ßtopped bj Sylvia^s hanrl, Shc 
alreaiiy on tbe riTer bank bj ber fViend*s aide, 
**N'ow dunnot lecture me; I'm nono for a serraon 
hung on eveiy peg o* words. Tm going to bave a 
new cloakf lass, and I cannot beed tbeo if tbou dost 
lecttire. Tbou »ball bave all tbe gumption^ and IUI 
bare my cloak/^ 

It maj he donbted wbetbor M0II7 tbougbt tbis an 
equal division, 

Eacb girl wore tigLtly-fitting stockings, knit bj 
ber own hands, of tbc Line worsted common in tbat 
cünntry; tbey bad on neat brgb-beeled black leatber 
aboes, commg well over tbe instep, and fastened as 
well as omamcnted witb brigbt steel bnckles. Tbey 
did not walk 90 Hghtlj and frcelj now m tbey did 
betöre tbcy wero sbad^ but tbe ir steps were still springy 
itb tbe buoyaney of early youtb ; for neltber of tbem 
v^a« twenty^ iniieed I belleve SjMa was not more tban 
eventeen at tbja time, 

Tbej clarabered np tbc steep grassy patb^ witb 

brambles catcbmg at thcir kilted potticoatSj tbrough 

]i6 copse-wood, tili tbey regained tbe bigb road; and 

tien tbey '*settled tbemsclves/' as tbcy calied it; tbat 

to say^ tbey took off tbeir black feit bats, and tied 

their clnstering bair afrosb; tbey sbook off every 

jjeck of way-aide dnst; straigbtened tbe Üttle abawla 

for large neck-kercbiefs, call tbem wbicb you will) 

_tbiit were spread over tbeir eboulders, pinned below 

Tie tliroatj and confined at the waist by tbeir apron- 

S^tHa'f Lorers, J. * 1 
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strings: and then putting on their hats again, and 
picking up their baskets, tliey prepared to walk de- 
corously into the town of Monkshaven. 

The next tum of the road showed them the red 
peaked roofs of the closely packed hooses lying almost 
directly below the hill on which they were. The füll 
autumn sun brought out the ruddy colour of the tiled 
gables, and deepened the shadows in the narrow streets. 
The narrow harbour at the mouth of the river was 
crowded with small vessels of all descriptions, making 
an intricate forest of masts. Beyond lay the sea, like 
a flat pavement of sapphire, scarcely a ripple varying 
its sunny surface, that stretched out leagues away tili 
it blended with the softened azure of the sky. On this 
blue trackless water floated scores of white-sailed fishing 
boats, apparently motionless, unless you measured their 
progress by some land-mark; but still, and silent, and 
distant as they seemed, the consciousness that there 
were men on board, each going forth into the great 
deep, added unspeakably to the interest feit in watch- 
ing them. Close to the bar of the river Dee a larger 
vessel lay to. Sylvia, who had only recently come 
into the neighbourhood, looked at this with the same 
quiet interest as she did at all the others; but Molly, 
as soon as her eye caught the build of it, eried out 
loud — 

"She's a whaler! she's a whaler home from the 
Greenland seas! The first this season! Grod bless 
her!" and she tumed round and shook both Sylvia's 
hands in the fulness of her excitement. Sylvia's colour 
rose, and her eyes sparkled out of sympathy. 

"Is ta sure?" she asked, breathless in her tum; 
for though she did not know by the aspect of the 
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different ships on what trade thej were bound, yet 
she was well aware of the paramonnt interest attached 
to whaling vessels. 

"Tliree o'clock! and it's not high-water tili fivel" 
Said Molly. "If we're sharp we can seil our eggs and 
be down to the staithes before she eomes into port. 
Be Sharp, lass!'* 

And down the steep long hill they went at a pace 
that was almost a ran. A run they dared not make 
it; and as it was, the rate at which they walked 
woald have caosed destmction among eggs less care- 
fuUy packed. When the descent was ended, there 
was yet the long narrow street before them, bending 
and swerving from the straight line, as it followed the 
coorse of the river. The girls feit as if they should 
never come to the market-place, which was situated 
at the Crossing of Bridge Street and High Street 
Th^re the old stone cross was raised by the monks 
long ago; now wom and mutilated, no one esteemed 
it as a holy symbol, but only as the Butter Cross, 
where market- women clustered on Wednesday, and 
whence the town crier made all his proclamations of 
household sales, things lost or found, beginning with 
"Oh! yes, ohi yes, oh! yes!" and ending with "god 
bless the king and the lord of this manor,^' and a very 
brisk "Amen," before he went on his way and took 
off the livery-coat, the colours of which marked him 
as a servant of the Bumabys, the family who held 
manorial rights over Monkshaven. 

0£ course the much frequented space surrounding 
the Butter Cross was the favourite centre for shops; 
and on this day, a fine market day, just whon good 
housewives begin to look over their winter störe of 

2* 
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blankets and flannels, and discover tbeir needs betimes, 
these Shops ought to have had plenty of customers. 
But they were empty and of even quieter aspect 
than their everyday wont. The three-legged creepie- 
stools that were hired out at a penny an hour to such 
market-women as came too late to find room on the 
Steps were unoccupied; knocked over here and there, 
as if people had passed by in haste. 

Molly took in all at a glance, and interpreted the 
signs, though she had no time to explain their mean- 
ing, and her consequent course of action to Sylvia, 
but darted into a comer shop. 

"T* whalers is Coming home! There's one lying 
outside t' bar!" 

This was put in the form of an assertion; but the 
tone was that of eager cross-questioning. 

"Aye!" said a lame man, mending fishing nets 
behind a rough deal counter. "She's come back airly, 
and she's brought good news o' t'others, as IVe heered 
say. Time was I should ha' been on th' staithes 
throwin* up my cap wi' t' best on 'em; but now it 
pleases t' Lord to keep me at home, and set me to 
mind other folks' gear. See thee, wench, there's a 
vast o' folk ha' left their skeps o' things wi' me while 
they're away down to the quay side. Leave me your 
eggs and be off wi' ye for t' see t' fun, for mebbe 
ye'll live to be palsied yet, and then ye'll be fretting 
ower spilt milk, and that ye didn't tak' all chances 
when ye was young. Ay, well! they're out o' hearin' 
o' my moralities; I'd better find a lamiter like mysen 
to preach to, for it's not iverybody has t' luck V clargy 
has of saying their say out whether folks likes it or 
not." 
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He put the baskets carefully away with much of 
sacli talk as tMs addressed to himself wbile he did so. 
Then he siglied once or twice; and then he took 
the better course and began to sing over his tany 
work. 

Molly and Sylvia were far along the staithes by 
the time he got to this point of cheerfulness. They 
ran on, regardless of stitches and pains in the side; 
on along the river bank to where the concourse of 
people was gathered. There was no great length of 
way between the Butter Gross and the harbour; in 
five minutes the breathless girls were close together 
in the best place they could get for seeing, on the 
outside of the crowd; and in as short a time longer 
they were pressed inwards, by fresh arrivals, into the 
very midst of the throng. All eyes were directed to 
the ship, beating her anchor just outside the bar, not 
a quarter of a mile away. The custom-house officer 
was just gone- aboard of her to receive the captain's 
report of his cargo, and make due examination. The 
men who had taken him out in his boat were rowing 
back to the shore, and brought small fragments of 
news when they landed a little distance from the 
crowd, which moved as one man to hear what was to 
be told. Sylvia took a hard grasp of the band of the 
older and more experienced Molly, and listened open- 
mouthed to the answers she was extracting from a 
gmff old sailor she happened to find near her. 

"What ship is she?" 

"T' Resolution of Monkshavenl" said he, in- 
dignantly, as if any goose might have known that. 

"An' a good Resolution^ and a blessed ship she^s 
been to me," piped out an old woman, close al Mätj'ä 
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elbow. "She's brought me home my ae' lad, — for 
he shouted to yon boatman to bid him teU me he was 
weD. . 'Teil Pe^gy Christison,' says he (my name i» 
Margaret Christison), *Tell Peggy Christison that her 
son Hezekiah is come back safe and sound/ The 
Lord's name be praised! An' me a widow as never 
thonght to see my lad again!" 

It seemed as if everybody relied on every one 
eise's sympathy in that hour of great joy. 

"I ax pardon, but if you'd gie me just a bit of 
elbow-room for a minute like, Fd hold my babby up, 
so that he might see daddy's ship, and happen, my 
master might see him. He's four months old last 
Tuesday se'nnight, and his feyther's never clapt eyne 
on him yet, and he wi' a tooth through, an' another 
just breaking, bless him!" 

One or two of the better end of the Monkshaven 
inhabitants stood a little before MoUy and Sylvia; 
and as they moved in compliance with the young 
mother's request, they overheard some of the In- 
formation these shipowners had received from the 
beatmen. 

"Haynes says they'll send the manifest of the 
cargo ashore in twenty minutes, as soon as Fishbum 
has looked over the casks. Only eight whales, ac- 
cording to what he says." 

"No one can teil," said the other, "tili the mani- 
fest comes to hand." 

"Pm afraid he's right. But he brings a good 
report of the Good Fortune. She's off St. Abb's Head, 
with somcthing like fifteen whales to her share." 

"We shall see how much is true, when she 
come» Id." 
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"That'U be by tbe aftemoon-tide to-morrow." 

"That's mj cousin's ship," said MoUy to Sylvia. 
"He's specksioneer on board the Good Fortune. ^^ 

An old man touched her as she spoke — 

"I humbly make my manners, missus, but Tm 
stone blind; my lad's aboard yon vessel outside t' bar; 
and my old woman is bed-fast. Will she be long, 
think ye, in making t' harbour? Because, if so be as 
she were, I'd just make my way back, and speak a 
Word or two to my missus, who'll be boiling o'er into 
some mak o' mischief now she knows he's so near. 
May I be so bold as to ax if the Crooked Negro is 
covered yet?" 

Molly stood on tip-toe to try and see the black 
stone thns named; bat Sylvia, stooping and peeping 
through the glimpses afforded between the arms of 
the moving people, saw it first, and told the blind old 
man it was still above water. 

"A watched pot," said he, "ne'er boils, I reckon. 
It's ta'en a vast o' watter to cover that stone to-day. . 
Anyhow, TU have timo to go home and rate my 
missus for worritin' hersen, as I'll be bound she's 
done, for all as I bade her not, but to keep easy and , 
content." 

"We had better be oflp too," said Molly, as an 
opening was made through the. press to let out the 
gropiog old man. "Eggs and butter is yet to seil, 
and tha' cloak to be bought." 

"WeD, I suppose we had!" said Sylvia, rather 
regretfuUy; for, though all the way into Monkshaven 
her head had been füll of the purchase of this cloak, 
yet she was of that impressible nature that take& 11l<^ 
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tone of feeling fi:om those surrounding; and tbougli 
she knew no one on board tbe Resolution^ sbe was 
just as anxious for tbe moment to see ber come into 
barbour as any one in tbe crowd wbo bad a dear 
relation on board. So sbe tumed reluctantly to foUow 
tbe more prudent MoUy aJong tbe quay back to tbe 
Butter Gross. 

It was a pretty scene, tbougb it was too familiär 
to tbe eyes of all wbo tben saw it for tbem to notice 
its beauty. Tbe sun was low enougb in tbe west to 
tum tbe mist tbat filled tbe distant valley of tbe 
river into golden baze. Above, on eitber bank of tbe 
Dee, tbere lay tbe moorland beigbts swelling one 
bebind tbe otber; tbe nearer, russet brown witb tbe 
tints of tbe fading bracken; tbe more distant, gray 
and dim against tbe rieb autumnal sky. Tbe red 
and fluted tiles of tbe gabled bouses rose in crowded 
irregularity on one side of tbe river, wbile tbe newer 
suburb was built in more orderly and less picturesque 
fasbion on tbe opposite cliff. Tbe river itself was 
swelling and cbafing witb tbe incoming tide tili its 
vexed waters rusbed over tbe very feet of tbe watcb- 
ing crowd on tbe staitbes, as tbe great sea waves 
encroacbed more and more every minute. Tbe quay 
side was unsavourily omamented witb glittering fisb- 
scales, for tbe bauls of fisb were cleansed in tbe open 
air, and no sanitary arrangements existed for sweeping 
away any of tbe relics of tbis Operation. 

Tbe fresb salt breeze was bringing up tbe lasbing, 
leaping tide from tbe blue sea beyond tbe bar. Be- 
bind tbe retuming girls tbere rocked tbe wbite-sailed 
sbip, as if sbe were all alive witb eagemess for ber 
ancbors to be beaved. 
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How impatient her crew of beating hearts were 
for tliat moment, how those on land sickened at the 
suspense, may be imagined, when you remember thät 
for six long summer months those sailors had been 
as if dead irom all news of those they loved; shut up 
in terrible, dreary arctic seas from the hungry sight 
of sweethearts and friends, wives and mothers. No 
one knew what might have happened. The crowd on 
shore grew silent and solemn before the dread of the 
possible news of deatU that might toll in upon their 
hearts with this up-rushing tide. The whalers went 
out into the Greenland seas füll of streng, hopeful 
men; but the whalers never retumed as they sailed 
forth. • On land there are deaths among two or three 
hundred men to be moumed over in every half-year's 
Space of time. Whose bonos had been left to blacken 
on the gray and terrible icebergs? Who lay still 
imtil the sea should give up its dead? Who were 
those who should come back to Monkshaven never, no, 
never more? 

Many a heart swelled with passionate, unspoken 
fear, as the first whaler lay off the bar on her retum 
voyage. 

MoUy and Sylvia had left the crowd in this hushed 
suspense. But ü£ty yards along the staithe they 
passed £ve or six girls with flushed faces and careless 
attire, who had mounted a pile of timber, placed there 
to season for ship-building, from which, as from the 
Steps of a ladder or staircase, they could command the 
harbour. They were wild and free in their gestures, 
and beld each other by the band, and swayed from 
side to side, stamping their feet in time, as they 
sang — 
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** Weel may the keel row, the keel row, the keel row, 
Weol may the keel row that my laddie^s in ! ^ 

"What for are ye going off, now?" they called out 
to onr two girls. "She'U be in in ten minutes!" and 
without waiting for the answer which never came, tliey 
resnmed tlieir song. 

Old sailors stood about in little groups, too proud 
to sliow their interest in the adventures they eonld no 
longer share, but quite unable to keep up any sem- 
blance of talk on indifferent subjects. 

The town seemed very quiet and deserted as Molly 
and Sylvia entered the dark, irregulär Bridge Street, 
and the maiket-place was as empty of peoplo as be- 
fore. But the skeps and baskets and three-legged 
stools were all cleared away. 

"Market is over for to-day," said Molly Corney, 
in disappointed surprise. "We must make the best 
on^t, and seil to th^ huxters, and a hard bargain theyll 
be for driving. I doubt mother'll be vexed." 

She and Sylvia went to the corner shop to reclaim 
their baskets. The man had his joke at them for 
their delay. 

"Ay, ay! lasses as has sweethearts a Coming home 
don't care much what price they get for butter and 
eggs! I dare say, now, there's some un in yon ship 
that 'ud give as mach as a Shilling a pound for this 
bütter if he only knowed who chumed it!" This was 
to Sylvia, as he handed her back her property. 

The fancy-froe Sylvia reddened, pouted, tossed back 
her head, and hardly deigned a farewell word of 
thanks or civility to the lame man; she was at an age 
to be affronted by any jokes on such a subject Molly 
took the joke without disclaimer, and without offence. 
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She rather liked tbe unfounded idea of her having a 
sweetheart, and was rather surprised to think how 
devoid of foiindation the notion was, If she could 
have a new cloak as Sylvia was going to haye, then, 
indeed, there might be a chance! Until some such 
good lack, it was as well to laugh and blush as if the 
snrmise of her having a lover was not very far from 
the truth, and so she replied in something of the same 
strain as the lame net-maker to bis joke about the 
butter. 

"He'll need it all, and more too, to grease bis 
tongue, if ever he reckons to win me for bis wife!" 

When they were out of tbe shop , Sylvia said in a 
coaxing tone, — 

"MoUy, who is it? Whose tonguell need greas- 
ing? Just teil me, and TU never teil!" 

She was so much in earnest that MoUy was per- 
plexed. She did not quite like saying that she had 
alluded to no one in particular, only to a possible 
sweetheart, so she began to think wbat young man 
had made the most civil Speeches to her in her life; 
the list was not a long one to go over, for her father 
was not so well off as to make her sought after for 
her money, and her face was rather of the homeliest. 
But she suddenly remembered her cousin, the speck- 
sioneer, who had given her two large Shells, and taken 
a kiss from her half-willing lips before he went to sea 
the last time. So she smiled a little, and then said, — 

"Well! I dunno. It's ill talking o' these things 
afore one bas made up one's mind. And perbaps if 
Charlie Kinraid behaves hissen, I might be brought to 
listen." 
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"Charlie Kinraidl who's he?" 

"Yon specksioneer cousin o* mine, as I was talk- 
ing on." 

"And do you think he cares for you?" asked 
Sylvia, in a low, tender tone, as if touching on a great 
mystery. 

Molly only said, "Be quiet wi' yo\" and Sylvia 
could not make out whether she cut the conversation 
so short because she was ofPended, or because they 
had come to the shop where they had to seil their 
butter and eggs. 

"Now, Sylvia, if thou'U leave me thy basket, TU 
make as good a bargain as ever I can on ^em; and 
thou can be off to choose this grand new cloak 
as is to be, afore it gets any darker. Where is ta 
going to?" 

"Mother said I'd better go to Foster's," answered 
Sylvia, with a shade of annoyance in her face. "Father 
said just anywhere." 

"Foster's is t' best place; thou canst try anywhere 
afterwards. 111 be at Foster's in five minutes, for I 
reckon we must hasten a bit now. Itll be near five 
o'clock." 

Sylvia hung her head and looked very demure as 
she walked off by herseif to Foster's shop in the 
market-place. 
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CHAPTEE III. 

Baying a New Cloak. 

FosTBB*s shop was the shop of Monkshaven. It 
was kept by two quaker brothers, who were now old 
men; and tbeir fatber bad kept it before them; probably 
bis fatber before tbat. People remembered it as an 
old-fasbioned dwelling-bouse, witb a sort of supplemen- 
tary sbop witb unglazed Windows projecting from tbe 
lower Story. Tbese openings bad long been fiUed witb 
panes of glass tbat at tbe present day would be ac- 
counted very small, but wbicb seventy years ago were 
mucb admired for tbeir size. I can best make you 
nnderstand tbe appearance of tbe place by bidding 
you tbink of tbe long openings in a butcber^s sbop, 
and tben to fill tbem up in your imagination witb 
panes about eigbt incbes by six, in a beavy wooden 
frame. Tbere was one of tbese Windows on eacb side 
the door-place, wbicb was kept partially closed tbrougb 
tbe day by a low gate about a yard bigb. Half tbe 
sbop was. appropriated to grocery; tbe otber balf to 
drapery, and a little mercery. Tbe good old brotbers 
gave all tbeir known customers a kindly welcome; 
sbaking bands witb many of tbem, and asking all 
after tbeir families and domestic circumstances before 
proeeeding to business. Tbey would not for tbe world 
bave bad any sign of festivity at Cbristmas, and scru- 
pulously kept tbeir sbop open at tbat boly festival, 
ready tbemselves to serve sooner tban tax tbe con- 
sciences of any of tbeir assistants, only nobody ever 
came. But on New Year's Day tbey bad a great cake, 
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and wine, ready in the parlonr behind the shop, of 
which all who came in to buy anything were asked to 
partake. Yet, though scrupiüous in most things, it did 
not go against the consciences of these good brgtliers 
to purchase smuggled articles. There was a back way 
from the river side, up a covered entry, to the yard- 
door of the Fosters, and a peculiar kind of knock at 
this door always brought out either John or Jeremiah, 
or if not them, their shopman, Philip Hepbum; and 
the same cake and wine that the excise officer's wife 
might just have been tasting, was brought out in the 
back parlour to treat the smuggler. There was a 
little locking of doors, and drawing of the green silk 
curtain that was supposed to shut out the shop, but 
really all this was done very much for form's sake. 
Everybody in Monkshaven smuggled who could, and 
every one wore smuggled goods who could, and great 
reliance was placed on the excise officer's neighbourly 
feelings. 

The Story went that John and Jeremiah Foster 
were so rieh that they could buy up all the new town 
across the bridge. They had certainly begun to have 
a kind of primitive bank in connection with their shop, 
receiving and taking care of such money as people did 
not wish to retain in their houses for fear of burglars. 
No one asked them for interest on the money thus 
deposited, nor did they give any; but, on the other 
hand, if any of their customers, on whose character 
they could depend, wanted a little advance, the Fosters, 
after due inquiries made, and in some cases due secu- 
rity given, were not unwilling to lend a moderate sum 
without charging a penny for the use of their money. 
All the articles they sold were as good as they knew 
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liow to choose, and for them they expected and ob- 
tained ready money. It was said that they only kept 
on shop fbr their amusement Others averred that 
there was some plan of a marriage running in the 
brothers' heads — a marriage between William Coul- 
son, Mr. Jeremiah's wife's nephew (Mr. Jeremiah was 
a widower), and Hester Eose, whose mother was some 
kind of distant relation, and who served in the shop 
along with William Coulson and Philip Hepbum. 
Again, this was denied by those who averred that 
Coulson was no blood-relation, and that, if the Fosters 
had intended to do anything considerable for Hester, 
they would never have allowed her and her mother to 
live in such a sparing way, ekeing out their small 
income by having Coulson and Hepbum for lodgers. 
No; John and Jeremiah would leave all their money 
to some hospital or to some charitable Institution. 
But, of course, there was a reply to this; when are 
there not many sides to an argument about a possi- 
bility conceming which no facts are known? Part of 
the reply tumed on this: the old gentlemen had, pro- 
bably, some deep plan in their heads in permitting 
their cousin to take Coulson and Hepburn as lodgers, 
the one a kind of nephew, the other, though so 
young, the head man in the shop; if either of them 
took a fancy to Hester, how agreeably matters could 
be arranged! 

All this time Hester is patiently waiting to serve 
Sylvia, who is Standing bcfore her a little shy, a little 
perplexed and distracted, by the sight of so many 
pretty things. 

Hester was a tall young woman, sparely yet largely 
formed, of a grave aspect, which made her look older 
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than Bhe really was. Her thick brown liair was 
smoothly taken off her broad forehead, and put in a 
very orderlj fashion under her linen cap; her face was 
a little Square, and her complexion sallow, though the 
texture of her skin was fine. Her gray eyes were very 
pleasant, because they looked at you so honestly and 
kindly; her mouth was slightly compressed, as most 
have it who are in the habit of restraining their feel- 
ings; but when she spoke you did not perceive this, 
and her rare smile slowly breaking forth showed her 
white even teeth, and when accompanied, as it generally 
was, by a sudden uplifting of her soft eyes, it made 
her countenance very winning. She was dressed in 
stuff of sober calours, both in accordance with her own 
taste, and in unasked compliance with the religious 
customs of the Fosters; but Hester herseif was not a 
Friend. 

Sylvia standing opposite, not looking at Hester, 
but gazing at the ribbons in the shop window, as if 
hardly conscious that any one awaited the expression 
of her wishes, was a great contrast; ready to smile or 
to pout, or to show her feelings in any way, with a 
character as undeveloped as a child's, affectionate, wil- 
ful, naughty, tiresome^ charming, anything, in fact, at 
present that the chances of an hour called out. Hester 
thought her customer the prettiest creature ever seen, 
in the moment she had for admiration before Sylvia 
tumed round and, recalled to herseif, began, — 

"Oh! I beg your pardon, miss, I was thinking 
what may the price of yon crimson ribbon be?" 

Hester said nothing, but went to examine the 
shop-mark. 



*01if I did not mean tlaat I wanted any^ I only 
waiLt some stuff for a cloak, Tfaatik jou, miss, but I 
am very sorry — some duffle^ please.^^ 

Hester silently repUced the ribbon and went in 
aearch of tbe duffle, WliUe she was gone Sylvia wa§ 
addreBsed by the very person abe most wisbed tu avoid, 
and whose abseuce she bad rejoicod over on first enter- 
iDg tbe ehop, iier coasin Pbilip Uepbuni. 

Hö waB a serioiis-lciokiug young man, tall, but witb 
a aligbt stoop in bis Shoulders^ brougbt on by bis oc- 
cupatioB. He bad ^thick hair Btanding^ off from bis 
forebead in a peciiliar but not iinpleasing manner; a 
loQg face» witb a sligbtly aquiline nose, dark eyes, 
and a long upper lip, wbich gave a dieagreeable aspect 
to a face tbat migbt otberwise ba^e been good-looking. 

*'Good dayi Sylvia," he said; "Vbat are you want- 
ing? How are aU at home? Let mc belp you!" 

Sylvia puraed up ber red lips^ and did not look at 
bim as sbe repliedf 

*^rm very weU, and so is mother; fatber'a got a 
touch of rheumatiz, and tliere^a a young woman getting 
wbat I want'' 

Bhe tunied ä Httle away from bim wben sbe Lad 
ended tbia sentence, as it bad comprised all sbe conld 
poBsibly have to say to bim. But be exclalmed, 

"¥on won't know bow to cboose," and seating 
hiiDBelf on tbe eoimter, be swueg bimaelf over after 
tbe fasbion of sbopmen. 

Sylvia took no notiee of bim, but pretended to be 
connting over ber money, 

'*Wbat dg you wantj ByMe?" aaked be, at last 
aniioyed at her süence. 
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"I don't like to be called *Sylvie;' my name is 
Sylvia; and Tm wanting dufEe for a cloak, if you 
must know." 

Hester now retumed, with a shop-boy helping her 
to drag along the great rolls of scarlet and gray cloth. 

"Not that," Said Philip, kicking the red duffle 
with his foot, and speaking to the lad. "It's the gray 
you want, is it not, Sylvie?" He used the name he 
had had the cousin^s right to call her by since her child- 
hood, without remembering her words on the subject 
not five minutes before; but she did, and was vexed. 

"Please, miss, it is the scarlet duifle I want; don't 
let him take it away." 

Hester looked up at both their countenances, a 
little wondering what was their position with regard to 
each other; for this, then, was the beantiful little cousin 
about whom Philip had talked to her mother, as sadly 
spoilt, and shamefuUy ignorant; a lovely little dunce, 
and so forth. Hester had pictured Sylvia Eobson, 
somehow, as very difiPerent from what she was: younger, 
more stupid, not half so bright and charming (for, 
though she was now both pouting and cross, it was 
evident that this was not her accustomed mood). Sylvia 
devoted her attention to the red cloth, pushing aside 
the gray. 

Philip Hepbum was vexed at his advice being 
slighted; and yet he urged it afiresh. 

"This is a respectable, quiet-looking article that 
will go well with any colour ; you never will be so 
foolish as to take what will mark with every drop of 
rain." 

"Fm sorry you seil such good-for-nothing things," 
replied Sylvia, conscious of her advantage, and re- 
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laxmg a little {as Httle as she posiiblj could) of her 
gravity, 

Hester came in now. 

**He inenaa to aaj tbat tHa cloth will lose ite ürst 
brightiiBSS in wet or damp; but it will always be a 
good article, and the coloiir will stand a deal of wear, 
Mr. Foster would not have bad it in liiB sbop eise.'* 

Philip did not like that even a reasonable peace- 
makiiig^ Interpreter sbould come between him and Syh 
vjjkj so be lield bis tongue in indignant gilence. 

Hester went on, 

^'To be äure, this graj ib tbe eloaer make, and 
wöcdd wear tbe longeet." 

''I don't care/' said iBylvia, still rejecting tbe dull 
gTsy. "I like tbis best, Eigbt yards, if yoTi pleaee^ 
miss.'* 

*'A cloak takea nine yards, at least," said Philip, 
decißively. 

"Mother told me eigbt/* said Sylvia, secretly con- 
scions tbat her motber woiild bave preferrod tbe more 
sober colonr; and feeling that ss slie bad had her own 
way in tbat respect, sbe was bound to keep to the 
tlirections ^be had received as to tbe qtiantity. But^in- 
deed, slie would not bave yielded to Philip in anytbing 
that she conld help. 

There was a sound of ebildren's leet mnning up 
tbe etreet from tbe river-sidej sboüting witb ex eitern eut. 
Ät ibe noise, Sylvia forgot her cloak and her little 
f jiirlt of vexation, and ran to tbe half-door of tbe sbop- 
Philip followcd beeause she went. Hester looked on 
witb passive, kindly interest^ as soon as she bad com- 
jjleted her duty of measnring. One of those girla 
whom Sylvia had seen as she aad Holly had left the 
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crowd on the quaj, came qaickly up tlie street. Her 
face, wLich was haBdsomei enough as to featore, was 
whiteoed with exccss of passionate emotion, her dress 
untidy and tiying, Her movemeota heavy and iroe» She 
belonged to the lowoät class of seaport inbabitants. Ab 
she came iiear, Sylvia aaw that tbe teara were Streaming' 
down hör cheeka, quite unconseiously to herseif. She 
recognized Sylvia's face, fall of mterest aa it was, and 
stopped her clumsy run to speak to the pretty, aym- 
pathetic creature. 

"She*ö o'er t' bar! She's o'er i' hart I'm bouu' to 
teil mother!" 

Bhe caught at Sylvia^ a band, aud shook it, and 
went oo breatbless and gaaping. 

"Sylvia! how came you to know that girl?" asked 
Philip, stemly. "Bbe^s not one for you to be ahaking 
hands with. She^s known all down the qnay-side as 
*Newcaetle Bess.'" 

*^I can't help it,*' aaid Sylvia, half inclined to cry, 
at hia manner eyen more than bis words. "Whe» folk 
are glad I can't help being glad too, and I just pot 
out mj band, and ahe put out here. To think o' yon 
ship come ia at last! And if you'd been down aeeing 
all the folk looking and lookin g their eyes out, as if 
tbey feared tbey should die afore she came in and 
brought home the lada tbey loved, you'd ha' ahakeu 
hands wr that lass too« and no great härm done. I 
never set eyne upon her tili half an hour ago on tb' 
staithes, and maybe TU niver see her again." 

Bester was atill behind the counter, but had moved 
80 as tö be near the wiudow^ so she heard what they 
were aaymg, and now put in her word, 

*^3hG can't be a}together bad, for she thought o' 



I 



I 



BITTß»S A mW OIjOAS. 



37 



eelliiig her mother first thmg, accordlng to wbat &he 

Sylvia gave Heater a quick, gratefiil look* But 
Heiter had reBumed her gazo out of tlie window, and 
ilid not see the glauce, 

Änd now Molly Comey joined tliein ^ Bastily burst 
mg into the shop. 

**HecbJ" Said sho. "Hearken! tow they're crying 
aöd shouting down on t' quay. T' gang 'b among *em 
Üke t' day o* judgment. Hark ! '* 

No one spoke^ no one brealhed, I had almöst said 

00 beart beat for listeuing. Not long, in an inBtant, 
there rose the sLarp simuJtancous ciy of many poople 
in rage and despair. Inarticulate at that distance, it 
w»» yet an intelligiblo curse^ and thci roll^ and the 
roar, and tha irregulär tramp came nearer and nearer. 

"Tbey're taking ^em to t* RandyTow'ae," said 
Molly, ''Eh! I wlsh Td King George here just to teil 
him my mind." 

The girl clenehed her hands, and eet her teeth, 

**It's terrlbk bardJ" said Heater; "tbere'H mothera, 
and wives, looking out for 'em, an if they were stars 
dropt out o' t' lift." 

'*Biit can we do notbing for ^em?^^ cried Sylvia. 
^'Let UB go into t' thi^^k of it and do a bit of belp; 

1 eaiiH stand quiet and see ^tF' Half (?rying, she 
pnahed forward« to the door; but Philip held her 
Uack. 

*' Sylvia! you muBt not. Don^t be ailly; it's the 
liw, and nc ono can do aught against it^ leaet of all 
women and lasaes." 

By tbis tirae the vauguard of the crowd c&m& ^Ki-aa- 
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ing up Bridge Street, past the Windows of Foster's 
shop. It consisted of wild, half-amphibious boys,. 
slowly moving backwards, as they were compelled hy 
the pressure of the Coming multitude to go on, and 
yet anxious to defy and annoy the gang by insults, 
and curses half choked with their indignant passion, 
doubling their fists in the very faces of the gang who 
came on with measured movement, armed to the teeth, 
their faces showing white with repressed and determined 
energy against the bronzed countenances of the half- 
dozen sailors, who were all they had thonght it wise 
to pick out of the whaler's crew, this being the first 
time an Admiralty Warrant had been used in Monks- 
haven for many years; not since the close of the Ame- 
rican war, in fact. One of the men was addressing to 
his townspeople, in a high pitched voice, an exhorta- 
tion which few could hear, for pressing around this 
nucleus of cruel wrong were women crying aloud, 
throwing up their arms in imprecation, showering down 
abuse as hearty and rapid as if they had been a Greek 
chorus. Their wild, famished eyes were strained on 
faces they might not kiss, their cheeks were flushed to 
purple with anger or eise livid with impotent craving 
for revenge. Some of them looked scarce human; and 
yet an hour ago these lips, now tightly drawn back so 
as to show the teeth with the unconscious action of an 
enraged wild animal, had been soft and gracious with 
the smile of hope; eyes, that were fiery and bloodshot 
now, had been loving and bright; hearts, never to re- 
coyer from the sense of injustice and cruelty, had been 
trustful and glad only one short hour ago. 

There were men there, too, sullen and silent, brood- 
ing on remedial revenge; but not many, the greater 
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Proportion of tliia claes being away in tlie absent 
wbaiers. 

Tbe sfcormy multitude swelled intö the market- 
place and formed a solid crowd tbere, whil© the press- 
^ang steadOy forced their way on into High Street, 
and on to the rendezTouä. A low, deep growl went 
np from tbe dens© mass» as some had to wait for Space 
to follow tbe otbers, now and then going up^ as a lion's 
growl goes II p, into a sbriek of rage. 

A woman forced her way up from the bridg-e. She 
lived some little way in the eonntry, and had been 
late in hearing of the return of tbe whaler after her stx 
months' absence; and on rnsbing down to the <iuay sidoj 
she bad been told by a score of busy^ sympalhizing 
TToices, that her buaband was kidnapp ed for the service 
*)f the Government, 

Sbe had need pause in the market-place, the out- 
let of wbich was crammed np, Tben she gave tongne 
for tbe first time m ßuch a fearinl sbriek , you could 
haufdly catch the wordis she said. 

" Jamie! Jamie! Will they uo let you to me?" 

Tbose were the last words Sylvia heard before her 
Qwn hystericftl burst of tears called every one's atten- 
tion to her, 

She had been very busy about houBehold work in 
the moming, and much agitated by all she had seen 
and heard since Coming into Monksbavcn* and so it 
mdad in this. 

Molly and Hester took her throngh tho abop into 
the parlour beyond — Jeremiah Foster^s parlour^ for 
«lohn, the eider brother, Uved in a honsc of his own 
*m the other side of the water, It was a low, com- 
fortable room, with great beams mnning acrosa the 
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ceiling, and papered with the same paper as the walls 
— a piece of elegant luxury which took Molly's fancy 
mightilj! This parlonr looked out on the dark coort- 
yard in which there grew two or three poplars strain- 
ing upwards to the light; and through an open door 
between the backs of two houses could be seen a 
glimpse of the dancing, heaving riyer, with such ships 
or fishing cobles as happened to be moored in the waters 
above the bridge. 

They placed Sylvia on the broad,/old-fashioned 
sofa, and gave her water to drink, and tried to still 
her sobbing and choking. They loosed her hat, and 
copiously splashed her face and clustering chesnut hair, 
tili at length she came to herseif; restored, but dripping 
wet She säte up and looked at them, smoothing back 
her tangled curls oflF her brow, as if to clear both her 
eyes and her intellect 

"Where am I? — oh, I knowl Thank you. It 
was very silly, but somehow it seemed so sad!" 

And here she was nearly going off again, but 
Hester said — 

"Ay, it were sad, my poor lass — if I may call 
you so, for I don't rightly know your name — but it's 
best not think on it, for we can do no mak^ o' good, 
and it'll mebbe set you off again. Yo're Philip Hep- 
bum's cousin, I reckon, and you bide at Haytersbai^ 
Farm?" 

"Yes; she's Sylvia Robson," put in Molly, not 
seeing thatHester's purpose was to make Sylvia speak, 
and so to divert her attention from the subject which 
had set her off into hysterics. "And we came in for 
market," continued MoUy, "and for t' buy t' new cloak 
as her feyther^s goin* to give her; and, for sure, I 



longlit we wsiH i luck's way when we saw t' firet 
h&ler, and ne'er dreamiug ba t^ press-gimg ^ud be so 
marted," 

Sbe, too^ begaö to cry, but ber Httle whimper was 
fettopped bj the sotuid af tbe opening door behind her, 
It waa Pbilip, nsking Hester hy a sUent geeture if be 
might eome in, 

Sylvia tnmed ber face round from the H^bt, and 
gbtit her ejes. Her coosin came dose up to her on 
tiptoe, and looked anxioiißlj at what be could aee of 
ber averted face; then he passed bis hand so slightlj 
Qwm her bair that ba could scarcely be »aid to toach 
it, and murmmed — 

**PooT lasate! it'ß a pity ibe eame to-day, for it's a 
long walk in tbis heatl " 

But Sylvia started to her feet^ almoftt pusbing bim 
along. Her quickened eenses heard an approaching 
Step througb the eourtyard before any of the otbers 
wer© aware öf the sound. In a rainute afterwards, the 
glaas-door at one comer of the parlonr was opened 

Ilrom tbe outside and Mr, Jeremiah stood looking in 
pith 8ome Burprise at the group collected in bis usually 
^mpty parlour, 
^'It*s mj couflin," said Philip i reddening a little; 
**gke came wi' ber friend in to market, and to make 
purebaaea; and sbe'ä got a tum wi^ seeing tbe presa- 
gang go pa^l canyiag Bome of the crew of the whaler 
to tbe Eandyrow'ge/' 

"Äy, ay," said Mr, Jeremiah, quickly paflamg OG 
lalo tbe sbop 011 tip-toe^ a£ if be were aßraid he were 
lOlnidiDg lato hi^ own premisas, and beekomng Philip 
to follow Mm tbere. *'Out of ßti-ife comelb strife. I 
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gnessed something of the sort was up &om what I heard 
on t^ bridge as I came across £ra* brother Jobn's/' Here 
he softly shut the door between the parlour and the 
shop. *'It beareth hard on th^ expectant women and 
childer; nor is it to be wondered at that they, being 
unconverted, rage together (poor creatures!) like the 
very heathen. Philip," he said, Coming nearer to his 
"head young man," "keepNicholas and Henry at work 
in the ware-room up-stairs imtil this not be over, for it 
would grieve me if they were misled into violence." 

Philip heßitated. 

"Speak out, man! Always ease an uneasy heart, 
and never let it get hidebound." 

"I had thought to eonvoy my cousin and the other 
young woman home, for the town is like to be rough, 
and it is getting dark." 

"And thou shalt, my lad," said the good old man; 
"and I myself will try and restrain the natural incli- 
nations of Nicholas and Henry." 

But when he went to find the shop-boys with a 
gentle homily on his lips, those to whom it should have 
been addressed were absent. In consequence of the 
riotous State of things, all the other shops in the market- 
place had I put their shutters up; and Nicholas and 
Henry, in the absence of their superiors, had followed 
the example of their neighbours, and, as business was 
over, they had hardly waited to put the goods away, 
but had hurried off to help their townsmen in any 
struggle that might ensue. 

There was no remedy for it, but Mr. Jeremiah 
looked rather discomfited. The State of the counters, 
and of the disarranged goods, was such also as would 
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tav« inritÄted any man as ordorlj but less Bweet- 
temp^red. All he smä on the äubjeet was; *'Tbe old 
Adam! the old Adam!^^ bnt he shook his head loeg 
ier he had finished speaking* 

Where is William Coiilgon?" he next asked* "OKI 
remember* He was not to come back from York tili 
tbe night closed in»" 

Philip and his master arrangcd the shop in the 
exact Order the old man lo%*ed. Then be recollected 
the wish of bis subordinate, and turned round and 
lÄid — 

"Xow go witb thy consin and her friend. Hester 
is here, and old Haunah* I mjself will take Heater 
botoe» if need be, But for the preseut I think ahe had 
st tany here, as it is not many steps to her mother'a 
ouse, and we may need her help if any of tbose poor 
creatnjes fall into suflPering wi' their violence." 

With this, Mr. Jeremiah knocked at the door of 
le parlouT^ and waited for perraission to enter, With 
öld'fashioncd conrtesy he told tbe two strangers how 
glad he was that his room had been of service to thera ; 
ihat he would never have mado so hold as to pass 
tbrough it, if be had been aware ht>w it was occupied. 
And theu going to a coraer cup-board, high up in the 
wall^ he pulled a key out of his pocket and unlacked 
his Uttle Store of wine, and cake, aud spirits; and in- 
aisted that tbey should eat and diink while waiting för 
Fliilip, who was taking sonie last measures for tbe se- 
cunty of the shop during the night, 

Sylvia deelined everytbing, witb less courteay tban 
ibe ought to have ghown to the oflFers of the hoapitable 
old man, Molly took wine and cake^ leaving a good 
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half of both, according to the code of manners in that 
part of the country; and also because Sylvia was con- 
tinually orging her to make haste. For the latter dis- 
liked tibe idea of her cousin^s esteeming it necessary to 
accompany them home, and wanted to escape ^om 
him by setting off before he retumed. But any such 
plans were frustrated by Philipps Coming back into the 
parlonr, füll of grave content, which brimmed over 
from bis eyes, with the parcel of Sylvia's obnoxious 
red doffle ander bis arm; anticipating so keenly the 
pleasure awaiting him in the walk, that he was almost 
surprised by the gravity of bis companions as they pre- 
pared for it. Sylvia was a little penitent for her re- 
jection of Mr. Jeremiah^s hospitality; now she found 
ont how unavailing for its purpose such rejection had 
been, and tried to make np by a modest sweetness of 
farewell, which quite won bis heart, and made him 
praise her up to Hester in a way to which she, ob- 
servant of all, coold not bring herseif fully to respond. 
What business had the pretty little creature to reject 
kindly-m>eant hospitality in the pettish way she did, 
thought Hester. And oh! what business had she to be 
so ungrateful and to try and thwart Philip in bis 
thoughtful wish of escorting them through the streets 
of the rough, riotous town. What did it all mean? 







The coast on that part of the kland to wLicli this 
Story refera is bordered hy rocks and cliffs, The iulaiid 
cüuntry iminediately adjacent to the coast is level, flat, 
and bleak; it is only where the long sti-etch of dyke- 
eoclosed fields tenninates ahruptiy in a sheer descent, 
and the stranger sees the oceati creeping tip the sands 
far below hiiEj that he is aware on how great an eleva- 
tion he has heen. Here and there^ aa I have said., a 
cleft in the level land (thus mnning out into the sea 

ateep promontories) occurs — what they wonld call 
'chino" in the Isle of "Wight \ but instead of the soft 
muth wind stealing np the woody ravine, as it does 
thcfe, the eastem brceze come8 pipiug shnU and clear 
along the&e northom chaäms, keepiug the trees that 
veotnre to grow on the sides down to the mere heigbt 
of iäcrnbby brushwood, The descent to the shore 
through these "bottoma" is in most cases very abrupt, 
t€o much Bo for a cart-way, or even a bridle-path; but 
people can pass np and down without difficulty, by the 
help of a few rüde steps bewn here and there out of 
llie rock» 

Sixty or seventy years ago (not to epeak of mnch 
later timeß) the f armers wlio owned or hired the land 
which lay directly on the summit of these cUÖb were 
amngglers to the exten t of their power, only partially 
ebeeked by the coastguard distributedj at pretty neariy 
ei^aal interspacies of eight milee, all along the north- 
fittBteni Bea»board. Still sea-wreck wae a good manure, 
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and tbere was no law against carrying it up in great 
osier baskets for the purposes of tillage, and manj a 
secret tbing was lodged in hidden crevices in tbe rocks 
tili tbe farmer sent trusty people down to tbe sbore for 
a good snpplj of sand and seaweed for bis land. 

One of tbe farms on tbe cliff bad lately been taken 
by Sylvia^s fatber. He was a man wbo bad roamed 
about a good deal — been sailor, smuggler, borse-dealer, 
and farmer in tnms; a sort of fellow possessed hy a 
spirit of adventure and love of cbange, wbicb did bim 
and bis own family more barm tban anjbody eise. He 
was just tbe kind of man tbat all bis neigbbours found 
fault witb, and all bis neigbbours liked. Late in life 
(for sucb an imprudent man as be was, one of a elass 
wbo generally wed, trusting to cbance and luck for tbe 
Provision for a family), Farmer Kobson married a 
woman wbose only want of practical wisdom consisted 
in taking bim for a busband. Sbe was Pbilip Hepbum's 
aunt, and bad bad tbe cbarge of bim until sbe mar- 
ried from ber widowed brotber's bouse. He it was wbo 
bad let ber know wben Haytersbank Farm bad been 
to let; esteeming it a likely piece of land for bis uncle 
to settle down upon, after a somewbatt unprösperous 
career of borse-dealing. Tbe farmbouse lay in tbe 
sbelter of a very sligbt green boUow, scarcely scooped 
out of tbe ^asture field by wbicb it was surrounded^ 
tbe sbort crisp turf came creeping up to tbe very door 
and Windows, witbout any attempt at a yard or garden, 
or any nearer enclosure of tbe buildings tban tbe stone 
dyke tbat formed tbe boundary of tbe field itself. Tbe 
buildings were long and low, in order to avoid tbe 
rougb violence of tbe winds tbat swept over tbat wild, 
bleak spot, botb in winter and summer. It was well 
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T the mhnbitanta of that house that coal was ex- 
■emely choap; otherwise » southerner migbt have 
Lagined that they could oever have Burvlved tbe cüt- 
ting of the titter gaks that piped all round, and 
emed to seek out every creyice for admissioö into 
tbe honsa. 

But the interior was warm enough wheu once you 
bad moanted the loog hleak laue, füll of round roagh 
stoneSi enatigli tö lame any horse unaccuitomed to such 
^ads, and had Crosse d the field by the littlo dry, hard 
fboi-path, which tacked about so as to keop from 
directly facing the prevailing wind. Mrs. Eobson was a 
Camberhiud woman^ and as such, was a cleaner house- 
wife than the fanuers* wives of tliat nortb-eastem coast, 
and was often shockod at their ways, showing it more 
by L^r loofes than by her words^ for she waa not a 
great ialken This fastidiousness in auch matters made 
her own honae extreme ly comfortable, hut did not tend 
render her populär among her neighbours, Indecd, 
Eobson piqued berself on her housekeeping gene- 
raliy, and once m-doors iu the gray, bare atone house, 
tliere wero plenty of comfoils to be had besides clean- 
eas and warmth* The great rack of clap-bread hung 
head, and Bell Robson's preference of this kind of 
ke over the leavened and partly sour kind used 
Torkshire was another source of her unpopularity. 
tches of bacou and "hands^' (i. e.^ Shoulders of cured 
pork, the legs or bams being sold, as fetching a better 
price) abouuded; and for any visitor who couUl stay, 
neitber cream nor finest wheatcn flom* was wanting for 
^'tnrf-cakea'' and "singiDg-hinnies/^with which it is the 
t of the north em housewives to r egale the 
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honoured guest, as he ^ips thair high*priced tea, Bweet- 
ened with dainty eugar. 

This tiiglit Farmer Robson was fidgeting in and 
out of liis housG dooTj climbmg the little eminence in 
the fieldj and eoiuing down disappointed in a State of 
fi'ütfui impatience. His quiet, tacitnm wife waa a little 
put out hj SjlvisCs nou-appearance too; but she 
fliiowed her anxiety by being shorter tLan usual in her 
repliea to his perjjetual wonders m tci where the lass 
could have been tanying, and by knitting away with 
extra diligence. 

*'IVe a vast o^ ralnd to go down to Monkshaven 
mjsen, and see after t'child, It^a well on for seven." 

^^^o^ Daunel,'' Bald bis wife; "thou'd best not, Tby 
leg hm beeu paining tbee tliii week pasti and tbon^rt 
not np to such a walk. 111 rouse Keater, and send him 
off^ if thou tbink^st there'a need on it." 

*^A'I1 noan ha Kester roused. Wbo'a to go afield 
betimea after t* aheep, in t^ moiiiing, if he'a ca^ed up 
to-neet? He'd mias t^ lasa^ and find a public-houaej a 
reckon," said Daniel^ queruloualy. 

"Fm not afeared of Kester/' replied BelL "He'a a 
good one for knowing fulk i' th^ dark, But if thou'd 
rather^ TU put on mj ho od and cloak and just go to 
th' end o' tb' laue» if thonlt have au eye to th' milk, 
and aee aa it doea na* boil o^er, for ahe canna stomach 
it if it*B biabopped e'er ao little," 

Before Mra. ßobson, however, had put away her 
knitting, voices were beard at a good distance down 
the lane^ but Coming oearer every monient, and onee 
more Üaniel climbed the Httle hrow to look and to 
listen. 




[t'B a* ri^htf" Bald lie, liobbling qu 
e'er fidget tbeeBel wV getting ready to go eaarch 
m her- IUI tak' thee a bet it's Philip Hephurn's 
voice, conToying^ her bome^ juöt as I said he would, an 
hotir aitiV^ 

Bell did not ans wer, as sbe might bare done^ that 
thia probability of Philip' b bringing Sylvia bome bad 
been ber own Suggestion, set aside by ber busband as 
atterly unlikely. Anotber minute and tbe countenancaa 
of both parentö impereeptibly and tmeonseionaly relaxed 
iuto pleasure as Sylvia came in. 

Sbe looked very rosy from the walki and tbe October 
tir, wbicb began to be irosty in the evening; and 
there was a little clond over ber face at first, that was 
quickly dispers ed aa sbe met the loving eyes of bome, 
Philip, wbo foUowed her, bad an excited, bnt not 
aitogether pleascd look ab out bim. He bad a hearty 

K'eeting from Daniel, and a quiet one from hia aunt. 
**Tak* off thy pan o' milk, miasus^ and set on t' 
Bttle. Milk may do for wenebes, bnt Philip and me is 
r a drop o* good Hollands and water tbis cold night 
Da a'most cbüled to t' marrow m* looking out for 
thee, lass, for t' motber was in a peck o"^ troubles ab out 
tby none coming home i' t' dayligbt, and Pd to keep 
hearkening out on t* brow head," 

This was entirely iiDtrue, and Bell knew it to be 
so; but her husband did not. He bad persuaded 
Umself now^ as he had done often before, that wbat 
lie liad in reality done f«or bis own pleasure or satis- 
ßttction, he had doue h\ order to gratify some otber 

*'Tbe town was rough with a not between tbe 
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press-gang and tbe whaling folk; and I thought I had 
best see Sylvia home." 

"Ay, ay, lad; always welcome, if it's only as an 
excuse for t' liquor. But t' whalers, say'st ta? Why, is 
t' whalers in? There were none V sight yesterday, 
when I were down on t' shore. It's early days for 'em 
as yet And t' cursed old press-gang agate again, doing 
its devil's work!" 

His face changed as he ended his speech, and 
showed a steady passion of old hatred. 

^^Ay, missus, yo' may Look. I wunnot pick and 
choose my words, noather for yo' nor for no one, when 
I speak o' that daumed gang. I'm none ashamed o' my 
words. They're true, and Tm ready to prove 'em. 
Where's my forefinger? Ay! and as good a top-joint 
of a thomb as ever a man had? I wish Td kept 'em V 
sperits as they done things at t' 'potticary's just to 
show V lass what flesh and bone I made away wi' to 
get free. I ups wi' a hatchet when I saw as I were 
fast on board a man-o'-wax standing out for sea — it 
were in t' time o' the war wi' Amerikay, an' I could 
na' stomach the thought o' being murdered i' my own 
language — so I ups wi' a hatchet, and I says to Bill 
Watson, ^Now, my lad, if thou'U do me a kindnoss, 
ril pay you't back, never fear, and they'U be glad 
enough to get shut on us, and send us to Old England 
again. Just come down with a will.' Now, missus, why 
can't ye sit still and listen to me, 'stead o' pottering 
after paus and what not?" said he, speaking crossly to 
his wife, who had heard the story scores of times, and 
it must be confessed, was making some noise in prepa- 
ring bread and milk for Sylvia's supper. 
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Bell did not saj a word in replyi but Sylvia 
lapped bis sboülder witb a pretty little authorita- 
dve &ir. 

"It^s for me^ feytber. Vm just keen-aet for my 
sapper. Once let me get qüickly set down to it, and 
Philip there to bis glass o^ gro^, and you^U never have 
such listeners in yonr life, and motber^s mind will be 
at eaae too,'^ 

*^EbI tboa's a wilfull wencbi^' eaid tbe proud 

falber , gi^^ßg ber a great slap on ber back, "Well! 

tbee down to tby victual^ and be quiet wi* tbee, 

I want to finisb my tale to Philip. Bat, perbaps, 

Ve telled it yo* afore?" said be, tuming round to 

question Hepbnm. 

Hepbnm conld not say tbat be bad not beard it» 
for be piqued bim&elf on bis truthfulness. But Instead 
of frantly and directly owning tbis, be tried to frame 
a formal Uttle Speech^ wbich would soothe Daniera 
mortified vanity; and, of courae, it bad tbe directly 
oppoiite effect. Daniel resented beißg treated like a 
t child, and yet tumed bis back on Philip witb all tbe 
^Hriliiilne^s of one. Sylvia did not eare for her cousin, 
^Bti^ batcd tbe dläcomfort of having her father dis- 
F plea^ed ; so sbe took np ber tale of ad venture, and told 
^^^ fatber and motber of ber aftemooa'a proceedinga. 
^^pa&lel pretended not to Hsten at first^ and made ogten- 
^^ttions noisee witb bis spoon and glassi but by-and-by 
' be got quite warm and cxcitod about tbe doings of 
jj tbe press-gang, and aeolded both Pbiüp and Sylvia 
I for not baving learnt more particulaxa as to wbat was 
\ ihe termination of tbe riot. 

"IVe been wbaling myiel\" said he; "and Pvö 
hfi€r4 teU as wbalers wear knives, and I'd ha' gi'en 
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t' gang a taste o' my wliittle, if I'd been cotched up 
just as rd set my foot on shore." 

"I don't know," said Philip; "we're at war wi* the 
Frencb, and we shonldn't like to be beaten; and yet 
if OUT nnmbers are not equal to theirs, we stand a 
strong Chance of it" 

"Not a bit on't — so be — !*' said Daniel Robson, 
bringing down his fist with such violence on the ronnd 
deal table, that the glasses and earthenware shook 
again. "Yo'd not strike a child or a woman, for 
sure! yet it 'ud be like it, if we did na' give the 
Frenchies some Vantages — if we took 'em wi' eqnal 
nnmbers. It's not fiib* play, and that's one place 
where t' shoe pinches. It's not fair play two ways. 
It's not fair play to catch up men as has no call for 
fighting at another man^s bidding, though they Ve no 
objection to fight a bit on their own account, and who 
are just landed, all keen after bread Tstead o* biscuit, 
and flesh-meat i'stead o' junk, and beds is'tead o* harn- 
mocks. (I make noan o' t' sentiment side, for I were 
never giVn up to such camal-mindedness and poedes.) 
It^s noane fair to cotch 'em up and put 'em in a stifling 
hold, all lined wi' metal for fear they should whittle 
their way out, and send 'em off to sea for years an' 
years to come. And again it's no fair play to t* 
French. Four o' them is rightly matched wi* one o* 
US; and if we go an' fight 'em four to fbur it's like as 
if you feil to beatin' Sylvie there, or little Billy Crox- 
ton, as isn't breeched. And that's my mind. Missus, 
where's t' pipe?" 

Philip did not smoke, so took his tum at talking, 
a chance he seldom had with Daniel, unless the latter 
had his pipe between his lips. So after Daniel had 
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Jed H, and used Sylvia^s little finger as a stopper to 
ram down the tobacco — a habit of bis to wbich sbe 
was so accnstomed tLat sbe laid her band down on tbe 
table bj bim, as natural! j ari sbe would bave fetcbed 
liim Ms spittoon when be began to smoke — Philip 
ÄTTanged his argitments, and began — 

**rm for fair play wi^ tbe Frencb as tauch as any 

man, as long as we caa be eure o' beating them; but, 

I say^ make sure o' that, and tben give tbem every 

adyanta^e« Now I reckon Government ia not sure 

as jet, for i' tbe papers it eaid, au half tb' ships i^ tb' 

Channel had not got tbeir proper complement o* men; 

and aU ait I say is, let GoYemment jndge a bit for ns \ 

and i£ they say theyVe bampered for want o^ men, 

why we muBt make it np somehow. Jobn and Jere- 

mläb Foster pay in taxes, and MiHtiaman payg in 

I persona and if sailora cannot pay in tax es, and will 

not pay in person, why tbey must be made to pay^ 

and tbat^s what tb^ press-gang^ is for, I reckon, For 

^jpy part, when I read o^ the way tbose Frencb cbaps 

^Bre going on, I am tbankful to be govemed by King 

^^feeorge and a British Constitution," 

Daniel took his pipe out o£ bis mouth at tbis. 
**And when did I say a word again King George 
and tbe Constitution? I ouly ax "^em to govem nie 
as I ju dge best, and tbat'a what I call representation, 
Wlien I giyed my vote to Measter Cholmley to go up 
to t' ParLiament Honse, I as good as said, *Now you 
go np there, sir, and teil ^eni wbat I, Dannel Bobsou, 
think right, and wbat I, Dannel Robsou wish to have 
done*^ Else I'd be damed if Vd ha* gi^en my vote to 
bim or any other man. And div yo* tbink I want 
Kobson (as is my own brother's son, and mate to 
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a Collier) to be cotcbed np hy a preis-^ang, Mid ten t 
one iiis wages all unpaid? Div 70* think Td send up 
Measter Chol ml ey to speak up for that piece o* work? 
Kot I," He took up his pipe again, shook out tbe 
ashes, blew h Into a apark, and ahnt his ejes, prepa- 
ratory to listening. 

^^But asking pardon, lawB is made for the good of 
the natiou, not for jom good or mine,"' 

Daniel conld not stand tliis. He laid down his 
pipe, opened bis ej^es, stared straight at Philip before 
ßpeaking, in order to enforce bis words, and then Said 
slowly, 

"Kation herel nation tbere! I'm a man and yoa're 
anotber, bat oation^s uo^here, If Measter Cbolmley 
talked to me i' that fasbion, be'd look long for an- 
other vote frae me. I aan make out King George, 
aud Measter Pitt» and yon and me, bnt nation 1 nation, 
go bang!" 

Philip, who sometimes pursued an argmnent longer 
than was polidc for himaelf, especially wben he feit 
pure of being on the conqaering side, did not see that 
Daniel Robeon was passing out of the indifference of 
conscions wiadom into that gtate of anger whicb ensues 
wben a question becomes personal in ßome unspoken 
way, Eobson bad contested this subject once or twice 
before j and had the remembrauce of former dispntes to 
add to bis present vehemence. 80 it was well for the 
harmony of tbe eTening that Bell and Sylvia retumed 
fi-om the kiteben to sit in the bouse place. They bad 
been to wash np the pans and basins used for supper; 
Sylvia bad privately showu off her cloak, and got 
over her motber's abake of tbe head at its colour witb 
a coaxing ki^, at tbe end of whlch her mother bad 
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adjusted her cap with a **TbereI tberef Ha' done wi' 
ttee," but Lad no more Leart to show her dbapproba- 
ticm; and now ihej eame back to their usual occizpa- 
tioiifl tmtil it should pieage their visitor to go; tben 
ibey woulcl xake tbe üj-e and be ofl' to bed; for neitber 
Sjlvia's apinning aor Beirs knitting was worth candle^ 
light^ and moming hottrs are precious in a daby. 

People speat of tbe waj in whicb barp-playing 
sets o£t a graceful figiire; spmning in almoat as be- 
coming an emplojment. A woman Stands at tbe great 
wool-wbeel, one arm extendcd^ tbe ofcber bolding tbe 
tbreäd, her bead tbrown back to take in all tbe acope 
cif h^^ occupation ; or if it is tbe lesser Bpimiiiig-wbeel 
for flüJt, — and it was tbis tbat Sylvia moved forwards 
'Lrbt — tbe pretty sound of tbe bnzziug, wbirring 
iOf tbe attitnde of tbe Spinner^ foot and band alike 
liut^aged in tbe bnsiness — tbe buneb of gaj coloured 
ribbon that tiea tbe bändle of flax on tbe rock — all 
make it into a picturesque piete of domestic bnsiness 
Ümt may rival barp-playing any day for the amount 
of Boitaem and grace wbich it calls out. 

8ylvia^9 cbeeks were rather flusbed by tbe warmth 
Qi" tbe room after tbe frosty air. Tbe blue ribbon with 
wbich sbe bad tbougbt it necessary to tie back ber 
hmr before putting' on ber bat to go to market bad 
got rather loöse, and allowed her disan-angcd curls to 
stray in a manner wbicb would bave annoyed her 
extrem eiy, if sbe bad been np&tairB to look at herseif 
in tbe glaas; but altbougb tbey were not set in the 
exact fasbion whicb Sylvia esteemed as correct tbey 
loaked very pretty and luxuriant. Her little foot^ 
placed on tbe "traddle," was still encased in its 
smartly buckled shoe — öot slightly to ber discomfort, 
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HS she was onaccnstomed to be shod in Walking far; 
only as Philip had accompanied tbem bome, neither 
she nor M0II7 had liked to go barefoot Her round 
mottled arm and mddy taper band, drew oat ibe flax 
with nimble, agile motion, keeping time to the move- 
ment of the wbeel. All tbis Philip could see; the 
greater part of her face was lost to bim as she half 
averted it, with a shy dislike to the way in which she 
knew from past experience that cousin Philip alwajs 
stared at her. And avert it as she wonld, she heard with 
silent petulance the barsh screech of Philipps chair 
as he beavilj dragged it on the stone floor, sitting on 
it all the wbile, and feit that he was moving round so 
as to look at her as much as was in his power, with- 
out absolutelj tuming bis back on either her father or 
mother. She got herseif ready for the first opportunity 
of contradiction or Opposition. 

**Well, wench! «nd hast ta bought tbis grand new 
cloak?" 

"Yes, foTtber» It's a scarlet one.'' 

"Aye, aye! and wbat does mother say?" 

"Oh, motber's content," said Sylvia, a little doubt- 
ing in her heart, but determined to defy Philip at all 
hazards. 

"Mother will put up with it, if it does na' spot, 
would be nearer fact, Pm thinking," said Bell quietly. 

"I wanted Sylvia to take the gray," said Philip. 

"And I chose the red, it's so much Igayer, and folk 
can see me the farther off; feyther likes to see me at 
first tum o' t' lane, don't yo', feyther? and PH ne'er 
tum out when it's boun^ for to rain, so it shall ne'er 
get a spot near it, mammy." 

"I reckoned it were to wear i' bad weather," said 
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cB» ^^Leastwaya that wer© the pretest o* coaiiug^ 
fejther out o' it/' 

She Said it in a kmdly tone^ thoug^L the words 
ecame a prudent rathcr thaii a fond mother, But 
Sylvia tuäderstood her better tlian Daniel did, aa it 
ppeared. 

Hott'd ihj tongue, mother. She ne'er spoke a 
fext at all" 
He did not riglitly know what a "pretext^^ was; 
Bell was a touch better educated than her huöbandj 

Ibnt be did oot acknowlcdg-e this, and made a particular 
point of differin^ from ber wtenever she nsed a word 
lieyond his co m prob ens Ion. 
i **Sbe*s a good lasti at times; and if sbe liked to 
irear a yellow-orangb cloak she sbould have it. Here's 
Philip heine, as Standes up tbr laws and press-gangs, 
rU set bim to find üb a law again pkasing our laes; 
and ibe our only one. Thou dost na' think on that, 
mother!" 

Bell did thtnk of that often; oftener tbau her 
husband perhapa; for she remembered every daj, 
and inany time^ a day, the little one that had been 
^born and had died while its fatber was away on 
^HBome long voyage. £ut it wai not ber way to make 
BCeplies, 

Sylvia, wbo bad more insight into her motherö 
beart tban Daniel, hroke in witb a new suhject. 

^*0h! as for Philip, he bas been preaching up laws 
$^ f way home, I said nought, hut let Molly hold 
her own^ or eise I could ha^ told a tale about silks au' 
lace and things,'^ 

Philip 's face Üusbed. Not beeause of the smug- 
ghl^'^ every one did that, only it was considered poUte 
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to ignore it; but he was annoyed to perceive how 
quickly bis little cousin had discovered that his practice 
did not agree with bis preacbing, and yexed too to see 
bow deligbted sbe was to bring ont tbe fact. He had 
some little idea, too, that his uncle might make ose of 
bis practice as an argument against tbe preacbing he 
had lately been indnlging in in Opposition to Daniel. 
But Daniel was too far gone in bis Hollands and water 
to do more than enonciate his own opinions, which he 
did with hesitating and laboored distinctness in the 
following sentence. 

**Wbat I tbink and say is tbis. Laws is made for 
to keep some folks fra' barming others. Press-gangs 
and coast-gnards barm me i^ my business, and keep 
me fra' getting wbat I want Therefore what I think 
and saj is tbis: Measter Cbolmley shonld put down 
press-gangs and coast-goards. IT that there isn*t 
reason, I ax you to teil me what is? an^ if Meafiter 
Cbolmley don^t do what I ax bim, he may go whistle 
for my vote, he may." 

At tbis period in his conversation, Bell Bohson in- 
terfered ; not in tbe least firom any feeling of disgost 
or annoyance, or dread of what he might say or do if 
he went on drinking, bat simply as a matter of heahh. 
Sylvia, too, was not in the least annoyed; not only 
with her father, bat with every man whom she knew, 
excepting her coosin Philip, was it a matter of conne 
to drink tili their ideas became confdsed. So she 
simply pat her wheel aside, as preparatory to going to 
bed, when her mother said in a more decided tone than 
that which she ased on any other occasion bot this, 
and similar ones, 



"Come, tneaster, jou're had as mneh aa le good 

*'Let a' beJ Let a' be/' said he, clutehing at tlie 
bottle of apirita, but perbaps rat her more goodbumoured 
wiüi what he had dnmk than he was before ; be jerked 
a Uttle more into bis glass beforo bis wife carried it 
off, and lociked it np in the ciipboard^ pütting- the key 
in htv pocket, and tben bo said wink in g; at Philip: 

**Eb! my man! Ne*er gie a woman t* wbip band 
o*er yc*} Yo* Seen wbat it brings a man to; biit 
for a' tbat I'll vote fbt Cbolmlcy, an' d — t' press- 

He had to sbont ont tbe last after Philip; for 
Hepbum, really anxions to pleaöe his aunt, and diflliking 
drinking habits bimself by Constitution, was already at 
tbe door, and setting out ou his retum bome, tbinking, 
it rnixst be confesöed^ far more of tbe cbaraeter of 
Sylvia'fl sbake of tbe band than of tbe parting words 
of either bis uncle or aont. 



CHÄPTER V. 

Story of tbe Pi^esa-Gan^. 

FoB a few days after tbe evening memtioned in tbe 
last chapter tbe weather was dall. 'N'ot in quick, Bud- 
en flhowers did tbe rain come down, but in constant 
izisle, blotting ont all coIout from tbe snrro Unding 
adscape, and fiUing tbe air witb fine gray mist^ until 
opie breatbed more water tban air. Al such times 
be consciousness of tbe nearness of tbe vast unseen 
aeted as a dreary depression to tbe spirits; but 
Bides aßting ou tbe nerves of tbe excitahle^ fiucli 
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weather affected the sensitive or ailing in material 
ways. Daniel Bobson*s fit of rheomatism incapacitated 
him firom sdrring abroad; and to a man of bis active 
habits, and somewbat inactive mind, tbis was a great 
bardsbip. He was not ill-tempered natoially, bat tbis 
State of confinement made bim more ill-tempered tban 
be bad ever been before in bis life. He sat in tbe 
cbimney-comer, abusing tbe weatber and doabting tbe 
wisdom or desirableness 'of all bis wife saw fit to do 
in tbe nsual daily bousebold matters. Tbe ^^cbimney- 
comer^' was really a comer at Haytersbank; tbere 
were two projecting walls on eacb side of tbe fireplace, 
nmning about six feet into tbe room, and a stout 
wooden settle was placed against one of tbese, wbile 
opposite was tbe circular-backed "master's cbair/* tbe 
seat of wbicb was composed of a Square piece of wood 
judicionsly bollowed out, and placed witb one comer 
to tbe front Here, in fall view of all tbe Operations 
going on over tbe fire, sat Daniel Robson for fear live- 
long days, advising and directing bis wife in all sacb 
minor matters as tbe boiling of potatoes, tbe making of 
porridge, all tbe work on wbicb sbe especially piqaed 
berself, and on wbicb sbe woald bave taken advice — 
no! not from tbe most skilled boasewife in all tbe 
tbree Bidings. Bat, somebow, sbe managed to keep 
ber tongae qaiet from telling bim, as sbe woald bave 
done any woman, and any otber man, to mind bis 
own basiness, or sbe woald pin a disb-cloat to bis talL 
Sbe even cbecked Sylvia wben tbe latter proposed, as 
macb for fdn as for anytbing eise, tbat bis Ignorant 
directions sboald be foUowed, and tbe conseqaences 
broagbt before bis eyes and bis nose. 

"Na, naI'Vsaid Bell; "tb' feytber's feytber, and 
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we nrnn respect liim, But it'a dree work liavin^ a man 
i* th* hoiisej nursing^ tW fire, niC such weather too, and 
not a floul Coming' near ua, not even to fall out tti* 
Mm; for tbee and me ntuat na^ do that^ for tli' Bible^s 
stke, dear; and a good stand «p wordy quarre 1 woiüd 
do him a power of good ; atir bis blood like. I wifib 
Philip wöuld tura np." 

Bell ftighed, for in these ionr days she iiad ex- 
pericnced somewbat of Madame de Maintenon^s dif- 
ßculty (and witb fewer resources to moet it) of tiying 
to amuse a man who was not amasable. For Bell^ 
good and senälblö as ähe was, was not a woman of re* 
iaorcea. Sjlvia^s plan, undutiful as It was in her 
motber^B eyea, would have done Daniel more good, 
c^en though it migbt bave made bim angry, tban Ms 
wife'a qniet, careful raonotony of action, wliicb, however 
it migbt conduce to her busband^s comfort wben be waa 
äbsant, did not amuse bim wben preaent 

Bylvia scouted tbe notion of cousin PMlip Coming 
Into their honsehold in tbe cbaracter of an amnsing 
or entertaining pereon, tili sbe nearly made ber mother 
a&fiy at ber ridicoJe of tha good steady yoiing fellow» 
to whom Bell looked up aa tbe pattem of all that 
a&rlj manbood should be. But tbe moment Byl^-ia 
saw sbe bad been giving ber mother pain, sbe left off 
her wilfiil little jokes, and kissed her and told her sbe 
woald manage all famously, and ran ont of the back- 
kitfhen, in whicb the mother and her danghter bad 
been scmhbing tbe cbam and all the wooden imple- 
rnents of hntter-making. Bell looked at tbe pretty 
figure of her little daughter, as running past with her 
apixiii tbirown over ber head, she darkened the window 
beiMatb wliich her mother waa doing ber work. B^ 
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paosed just for a moment, and then said, almost un- 
awares to herseif, "Bless thee, lass,^* before reea- 
ming her scooring of what akeady looked abnost 9now- 
white. 

Sylvia scampered across the rough fann-yard in 
the wetting, drizzling rain to the place where she ex- 
pected to find Kester; but he was not there, so she 
had to retrace her steps to the cow-hoose and, making 
her way up a rough kind of ladder-staircase fixed 
straight against the wall, she surprised Kester as he 
sat in the wool-loft, looking over the fleeces reserved 
for the home-spinning, by popping her bright face, 
swathed round with her blue wooUen apron, up throogh 
the trap-door, and thus, her head the only visible pari, 
she addressed the fann-servant, who was almost like 
one of the £Eunily. 

"Kester, feyther^s just tiring his seP wi* weariness 
an^ vexation, sitting by th^ fireside wi* his hands afore 
him, an^ nought to do. An^ mother and me can^t 
think on aught as^ll rouse him up to a bit of a laugh, 
or aught more cheerM than a scolding. Now, Kester« 
thou must just bö off, and find Hany Donkin th* 
tailor, and bring him l^ere; it^s gettin* on for Martin- 
mas, an* he^ll be Coming his rounds, and he may as 
well come here first as last, and feyther^s clothes 
want a deal o* mending up, and Harry*s always fbll 
of his news, and anyhow he^ll do fbr feyther to scold, 
an* be a new person too, and that*s somewhat for all 
on US. Now go, üke a good old Kester as you aie.** 

Kester looked at her with loving, fiuthful adminr 
tion. Sq had sei himself his day^s work in his 
master^s abeeace^ and was veqr deautoua of faishii^g 
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but, somehow, he never dreamed of resisting 
Sjlyia^ so he only State d the case. 

"T^ *oors a, vast o* muck in ^t, an^ a thowt as aM 
fettle it, an' do it iip; but a reckon a mun do joV 
biddm\^^ 

**There'ö a good old Kester^'' said she, smiling, 
and nodding her muffied he ad at him; then ehe dipped 
own out of his sight, theu rose up agaui (he had 
&ver takeu bis slow, moonej eyes from the spot 
"where she had disappaared) to say — "Now, Kester, 
be wary and deep — thou must teil Harry Donkin 
not to let on as weVe sent for him, but just to corue 
in aa if he wäre on bis round , and took UB first^ aud 
he muBt agk feytber if there iB any work for him to 
do; and IUI aus wer for 't, he' 11 have a welcome and a 
half- Now, be deep and fause, mind tbeel'* 

**A^ee deep an' fause enow wi^ simple folk; but 
what can a do V Donkin be as fause as me — as 
happen he may be?" 

**Ga way wf theo! T Donkin be Solomon^ thou 
must be t' Queen o' Sheba-, and Tse bound for to say 
»he outwitted him at last!" 

Kester laughed m long at the idea of hie being the 
Qtieen of Sheba, that Sj^lvia was back by her mother*B 
fiide before the cachiimation ended. 

That night, just as Sylvia was preparing to go to 

in her little closet of a room, she heard some shot 
rattling at her window. She opened the Uttle case- 
ment, and saw Kester gtandiog bebw. He recom- 
menced wbere he left off, with a laugh — 

*'He, he, hei A'se been tV queenl A'se ta'en 
ODnkin on t' reet side, an' he'll coom in to-mortow, 
jöÄt permiskuBj an' ax for workj like as if 't were a 
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favour; t' oud felley were a bit cross-grained at startin', 
for he were workin' at farmer Crosskey's up at t' other 
side o' t' town, wheer they puts a strike an' a half o' 
maut intil t' beer, when most folk put nobbnt a strike, 
an 't made him ill to convince; but he'll coom, niver 
fear!" 

The honest fellow never said a word of the Shilling 
he had paid out of his own pocket to forward Sylvia's 
wishes, and to persuade the tailor to leave the good 
beer. All his anxiety now was to know if he had 
been missed, and if it was likely that a scolding 
awaited him in the moming. 

"T^ oud measter didn't set up his back, 'cause a 
didn't coom in t' supper?" 

*'He questioned a bit as to what thou were about, 
but mother didn't know, an' I held my peace. Mother 
carried thy supper in t' loft for thee." 

"A'U gang after 't, then, for a'm like a pair o' 
bellowses wi' t' wind out; just two flat sides wi' nowt 
betwixt." 

The next moming, Sylvia's face was a little redder 
than usual when Harry Donkin's bowlegs were seen 
circling down the path to the house door. 

"Here's Donkin, for surel" exclaimed Bell, when 
she caught sight of him a minute after her daughter. 
"Well, I just call that luckyl for he'U be Company 
for the while Sylvia and me has to turn th' cheeses." 

This was too original a remark for a wife to make 
in Daniel's opinion, on this especial moming, when 
his rheumatism was twinging him more than usual, so 
he replied with severity — 

"That's all t' women know about it. Wi' them 
it's 'coompany, coompany, coompany,' an' they think 
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a man's no better than theirsels. A*d have ye' to 
know aVe a vast o* thonghts in myseF, as I'm noane 
wiUing to lay out for t' benefit o' every man. AVe 
niver gotten time for meditation sin' a were married; 
leastways, sin' a left t' sea. Aboard ship, wi' niver a 
woman wi'in leagues o' hail, and upo' t' mast head, in 
special, a' eould." 

"Then I'd better teil Donkin as we've no work for 
kirn," Said Sylvia, instinctively managing her father by 
agreeing with him, instead of reasoning with or con- 
tradicting him. 

"Now, there you go!" wrenching himself round, 
for fear Sylvia should carry her meekly-made threat 
into execution. "Ugh! ugh!" as his limb hurt him. 
"Come in, Harry, come in, and talk a bit o' sense to 
me, for a've been shut up wi' women these four days, 
tnd a'm a'most a nateral by this time. A'se bound 
for 't, they'll find ye' some wark, ift's nought but for 
t' save their own fingers." 

So Harry took off his coat, and seated himself 
professional- wise on the hastily-cleared dresser, so that 
he might have all the light afforded by the long, low 
easement window. Then he blew in his thimble, 
sacked his finger, so that they might adhere tightly 
together, and looked about for a subject for opening 
conversation, while Sylvia and her mother might be 
beard opening and shutting drawers and box-lids be- 
fore they could find the articles that needed repair, or 
that were required to mend each other. 

"Women's well enough i' their way," said Daniel, 
in a philosophizing tone, "but a man may have too 
mueh on 'em. Now there's me, leg-fast these four 
days, and a'll make free to say to ye', a'd rayther a 
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deal ha' been loading düng i' t* wettest weather; an* 
a' reckon it's th' being wi' nought but women as tires 
me so; they talk so foolish it gets int' t' bones like. 
Now thou know'st thou'rt not called much of a man 
oatber, but, bless ye', t' ninth part's summut to be 
thankful for, after nought but women. An' yet, yo' 
Seen, they were for sending yo' away i' their foolish- 
ness! Well! missus, and who's to pay for t' fettling 
of all them clothes?" as Bell came down with her arms 
füll. She was going to answer her husband meekly 
and literally according to her wont, but Sylvia, al- 
ready detecting the increased cheerfulness of his tone, 
called out from behind her mother, 

"I am, feyther. I'm going for t' seil my new 
cloak as I bought Thiursday, for the mending on your 
old coats and waistcoats." 

"Hearken tili her," said Daniel, chuckling. "She's 
a true wench. Three days sin' noane so füll as she o' 
th' new cloak that now she's fain t' seil." 

"Ay, Harry. If feyther won't pay ye for making 
all these old clothes as good as new, I'll seil my new 
red cloak sooner than you shall go unpaid." 

"A reckon it's a bargain," said Harry, casting 
sharp, professional eyes on the heap before him, and 
singling out the best article as to texture for examina- 
tion and comment. 

"They're all again these metal buttons," said he. 
"Silk weavers has been petitioning Ministers t' make 
a law to favour silk buttons; and I did hear teil as 
there were informers going about spying after metal 
buttons, and as how they could haul ye' before a 
Justice for wearing on 'em." 

"A were wed in 'em, and a'U wear 'em to my 
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äjla' dajr, or a'll wear noane at a\ The^r're for 
matking^ such a pack o' laws^ they'Il be for meddling^ 
wi' m)^ faahba o' sleeping next, and taxiu^ me for 
eveiy snore n. give. TheyVe been after V winders, 
and after t' Yittle^ and after t' very saut to H; Ws 
dearer hy bauf an' more nor it werc wlien a were 
a hoj* tbeyVe & meddlesome set o' folks, hiw-makers 
is, an* a"^ll ne'er belle ve King George bas ought t^ do 
wF 't. Bat mark my words; I were wed wf brass 
buttons, and brass buttoos a^l wear to mj deatb, an* 
if they moither me about it, all wear braas buttons i' 
my coffin!** 

By tbis time Harry bad arrangcd a certain course 
df action witb Mrs. Eobson, conducting- tbe consulta- 
ikm and agreement by aigns, His tbrcad was flying 
fast abeady^ and tbe motber and daugbter feit more 
free to purane tbeir own biisiness tban tbey bad done 
for fioveral days; for it was a good sign tbat Daniel 
kad taken hm pipe ont of tbe square hoUow in tbe 
fireside wall, wbere he naaally kept it^ and was pre* 
pariog to diversily his rcraarks witb satisfying inter- 
Ixiden of pnfling. 

^ **Why, look ye\ this vcry baccy bad a run for 't. 
It came asliore sewed up neatly eaongb T a woman^s 
itays, as was wife to a fisking sraack down at t^ bay 
voader* Sbe were a lean tbing as ever you saw, 
wb^n sbe went for t^ see her bnsband aboard t' vesseli 
_bat she coom back luatier by a deal, an' wi' many a 
og" on her, bere and tbere, beside baccy* An* tbat 
!■ t' face o' coastguard and yon tender, an' a\ 
Btit b\ib made aa tbougb sbe were tipsy^ an^ so tbey 
<lid nought btit turse ber, an get out on her way/' 
^^Speaking of t' tenderj there's been a piecß ö* 

5* 
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wark r Monkshaven this week wi' t' press-gang," said 
Harry. 

"Ay! ay! our lass was telling about 't; but, Lord 
bless ye! there's no gettin' th' rights on a story out on 
a woman — though a will say this for our Sylvia, 
she^s as bright a lass as e'er a man looked at.^' 

Now the truth was, that Daniel had not liked to 
demean himself, at the time when Sylvia came back 
so ftill of what she had seen^ at Monkshaven, by 
evincing any curiosity on the subject. He had then 
thought that the next day he would find some business 
that should take him down to Monkshaven, when he 
could learn all that was to be leamt, without flattering 
his womankind by asking questions, as if anything 
they might say could interest him. He had a «trong 
notion of being a kind of domestic Jupiter. 

"It's made a deal o' wark i' Monkshaven. Folk 
had gotten to think nought o' t' tender, she lay so 
still, an' t' leftenant paid such a good price for all 
he wanted for t' ship. But o' Thursday t' Resolution^ 
first whaler back this season, came in port, and t* 
press-gang showed their teeth, and carried off four as 
good able-bodied seamen as ever I made trousers for; 
and t' place were all up like a nest o' wasps, when 
youVe set your foot in t' midst. They were so mad, 
they were ready for t' fight t' very pavin' stones." 

"A wish a 'd been theerl A just wish a had! AVe 
a score for t' reckon up wi' t' press-gang!" 

And the old man lifted up his right band — his 
band on which the forefinger and thumb were maimed 
and useless — partly in denunciation, and partly as a 
witness of what he had endured to escape from the 
Service, abhorred because it was forced. His face be- 
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eame a totallj different coontenance with the expression 

of setüed and nnrelenting Indignation, wliich bis words 

called out 

"6' on, man, g' on," said Daniel, impatient with 

Donkin for the little delay occasioned hj the necessity 

of airanging his work more fullj. 

**Ay! ay! all in good time; for aVe a long tale to 

teil yet; an^ a mun have some ^un to iron me out my 

seams, and look me out my bits, for there^s none here 

fit for my purpose." 

"Dang thy bits! Here, Sylvie! Sylviel come and 

be tailor^s man, and let t^ chap get settled sharp, for 

a'm fain t' hear his story." 

Sylvia took her directions, and placed her irons in 

the &*e, and ran upstairs for the bündle which had 

been put aside by her careful mother for occasions like 

the present. It consisted of small pieces of various 
coloured cloth, cut out of old coats and waistcoasts, 
and Bimilar garments, when the whole had become too 
much wom for use, yet when part had been good 
enough to be treasured by a thrifty housewife. Daniel 
grew angry before Donkin had selected his pattems 
and settled the work to his own mind. 

"Well," said he at last; "a mought be a young 
man a-goin' a wooin', by t' pains thous't taken for t' 
match my oud clothes. I doant care if they're patched 
wi' scarlet, a teil thee; so as thou'lt work away at thy 
tale wi' thy tongue, same time as thou works at thy 
needle wi' thy fingers." 

"Then, as a were saying, all Monkshaven were 
like a nest o' wasps, flying hither and thither, and 
makin* sich a buzzin' and a talkin* as never were; and 
each wi' his sting out, ready for t' vent his venom o' 
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rage and revenge. And women cryin' and sobbin' T t' 
streets — when, Lord help us! o' Saturday came a 
worse time than ever! for all Friday there had been a 
kind o' expectation an' dismay about t' Good Fortune^ 
as t' mariners had said was off St. Abb's Head o* 
Thursday, when t' Resolution came in; and there was 
wives and maids wi' husbands an' sweethearts aboard 
t' Good Fortune ready to throw their eyes out on their 
heads wi' gazing, gazing nor'ards over t' sea, as were 
all one haze o' blankness wi' t' rain ; and when t' after- 
noon tide comed in, an' ne'er a line on her to be seen, 
folk were oncertain as t' whether she were holding off 
for fear o' t' tender — as were out o' sight, too — or 
what were her mak' o' going on. An' t' poor wet 
draggled womenfolk came up t' town, some slowly cry- 
ing, as if their hearts was sick, an' others just bent 
their heads to t' wind, and went straight t' their homes, 
nother looking nor speaking to ony one; but barred 
their doors, and stiffened theirsels up for a night o' 
waiting. Saturday morn — you'U mind Saturday mom, 
it were stormy and gusty, downright dirty weather — 
there stood t' folk again by daylight, a watching an' a 
straining, and by that tide t' Good Fortune came o'er t' 
bar. But t' excisemen had sent back her news by t' 
boat as took 'em there. They had a deal of oil, and 
a vast o' blubber. But for all that her flag was droop- 
ing i' th' rain, half-mast high, for mouming and sorrow, 
an' they had a dead man aboard — a dead man, as 
was living and strong last sunrise. An' there was an- 
other as lay between life and death, and there was 
seven more as should ha' been there, as was n't, but 
was carried off by t' gang. T' frigate as we 'n a' heard 
teil on, as lying off Hartlepool, got tidings fira' t' tender 
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iB captured t* seamen o' Thursdnj: and tli' Aifvora, as 
ihej ca'öd her, made oft*for t'nor^ard; and niiie Icaguos 
üü' St. Abb^s Headj t* BesohUhn thmks she were^ slie 
seeM t^ frlgate, and knowed by Ler build she were a 
man-o'-wari and gnessed ehe were bound on king's kid- 
uapping. I Seen V woimded laaa myseii wi^ mj own 
ej^ea; and heil Hvel heil live! Niver a man died yct. 
Tri' snch a strong purpoae o' vcngeanee in him. He 
conJd Larely speak, for he were badlj shot, hut his 
c*>kmr came and went, aa t' master's mate an' t' cap- 
tain teUed me and some others how t"^ Atiroi^a fired at 
'em, aad how t' innocent whaler hoisted her colonrs, 
but afore they were fairly rnn np, another shot came 
dose in t* shi'ouds^ and tLen t' Greenland ship being 
€ windward I bore down on t' frigate; but as they knew 
fhe were an oud ibx, and bent on misch ief^ Kinraid 
(thafs he who lies a-dying, only heil noane die^ a'se 
bound) ^ tbe specksioneer, bade t* men go down between 
decks^ and fasten t* hatühes wßllj aii^ he^d stand gnard^ 
Le an^ captain, and t' oud master^s mate, being left 
üpo' deck for t* give a welcome, just skin-deep to V 
boat's crewi fra' t' Aurora, as they eould see Coming 
tVards them o^er t' water, wi^ tbeir regiar man-o'- war's 
Dwing ' -- " 

**Damn 'emi" said Daniel, in soKloquy, and under 

breath. 

Sylvia ötood, poiaing ber iron^ and listening eagerly, 

aid to gjve Bonkin tbe bot iron for fear of int er- 

Dg the narrativo, nuwilling to put it into the fire 

1» because that actio n would perchance remmd him 
liia work, which now the tailor had forgotten, so 

er was he in telling hia story. 

"Well! tbey came on over the watera wi' great 
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bounds, and up the sides thej came like locusts, all 
armed men; an' t' captain says he saw Kinraid hide 
away his whaling knife linder some tarpaulin', and he 
knew he meant mischief, an' he would no more ha* 
stopped him wi' a word nor he would ha' stopped him 
fra' killing a whale. And when th' Aurora*s men were 
aboard, one on 'em runs to th' hehn; and at that t' 
captain says, he feit as if his wife were kissed afore 
his face; but says he, ^I bethought me on t' men as 
were shut up below hatches, an' I remembered t' folk 
at Monkshaven as were looking out for us even then; 
an' I Said to mysel', I would speak fair as long as I 
could, more by token o' the whaling-knife, as I could 
see glinting bright under t' black tarpaulin'.' So he 
spoke quite fair and civil, though he see'd they was 
nearing t' Aurora ^ and t' Aurora was nearing them. 
Then th' navy captain hailed him thro' t' trumpet, wi* 
a great rough blast, and says he, 'Order your men to 
come on deck.' And t' captain of t' whaler says, his 
men cried up from under t' hatches as they'd niver be 
gi'en up wi'out bloodshed, and he sees Kinraid take 
out his pistol, and look well to t' priming; so he says 
to t' navy captain, 'We're protected Greenland-men, 
and you have no right t' meddle wi' us.' But t' navy 
captain only bellows t' more, * Order your men t' come 
on deck. If they won't obey you, and you have lost 
the command of your vessel, I reckon you're in a State 
of mutiny, and you may come aboard t' Aurora and 
such men as are willing t' follow you, and I will fire 
int' the rest.' Yo' see, that were t' depth o' t' man; 
he were for pretending and pretexting as t' captain 
could na' manage his own ship, and as he'd help him. 
But our Greenland captain were noane so poor-spirited, 
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and says he, 'She's fall of oil, and I wäre you of con- 
seqaences if 70U fire into her. Anyhow, pirate, or no 
pinite' (for t* word pirate stuck in his gizzard), 'I^m a 
honest Monkshaven man, an^ I come fra^ a land where 
there's great icebergs and many a deadlj danger, but 
ne'er a press-gang, thank God! and that^s what you 
are, I reckon.' Them's the words he told me, but 
whether he spoke ^em out so bold at t^ time, Tse not 
10 sure; they were in his mind for t' speak, only maybe 
pradence got t' better on him, for he said he prayed i' 
bis heart to bring his cargo safe to f owners, come 
what might. Well, t' Aurora^ s men aboard t' Good 
Fortune eried out 'might they fire down t' hatches, and 
bring t' men out that a way?' and then t' specksioneer, 
he speaks, an' he says he Stands ower t' hatches, and 
he has two good pistols, and summut besides, and he 
don't care for his life, being a bachelor, but all below 
are married men, ye see, and he'U put an end to t' 
first two chaps as come near t' hatches. An^ they say 
he picked two off as made for t' coom near, and then, 
just as he were stooping for t' whaling knife, an^ it^s 
as big as a sickle " 

"Teach folk as don't know a whaling knife," cried 
Daniel. "I were a Greenland man myseV." 

"They shot him through t' side, and dizzied him, 
and kicked him aside for dead; and fired down t' 
hatches, and killed one man, and disabled two, and 
then t' rest cried for quarter, for life is sweet, e'en 
aboard' a king's ship; and t' Aurora carried 'cm off, 
wounded men, an' able men an' all: leaving Kinraid 
for dead, as was not dead, and Darley for dead, as 
was dead, an' t' captain and master's mate as were too 
old for work; an' t' captain, as loves Kinraid like a 
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brother, poured nun down His throat, and bandaged 
him np, and has sent for t^ first doctor i^ Monkshaven 
for to get t' slugs out; for they say there's ne'er such 
a harpooner in a^ th* Greenland seas; an* I can speak 
fra' my own seeing he's a fine young fellow where he 
lies there, all stark and wan for weakness and loss o' 
blood. But Darley's dead as a door-nail; and there's 
to be such a burying of him as never was seen afore i' 
Monkshaven, come Sunday. And now gi' us t' iron, 
wench, and let's lose no more time a talking." 

"It's noane loss o' time," said Daniel, moving him- 
self heavily in his chair, to feel how helpless he was 
onee more. "K a were as young as once a were — 
nay, lad, if a had na these sore rheumatics now, a 
reckon as t' press-gang 'ud find out as t' shouldn^t do 
such things for nothing. Bless thee, man! it's waur' 
nor i' my youth i' th' Ameriky war, and then 't were 
bad enough." 

"AndKinraid?" said Sylvia, drawing a long breath, 
after the effort of realizing it all; her cheeks had 
flushed up, and her eyes had glittered during the pro- 
gress of the tale. 

"Oh! he'll do. He'll not die. Life's stuff is in 
him yet." 

"He'll be Molly Comey's cousin, I reckon," said 
Sylvia, bethinking her with a blush of Molly Comey's 
implication that he was more than a cousin to her, and 
immediately longing to go off and see Molly and hear 
all the little details which women do not think it 
beneath them to give to women. From that time Syl- 
via's little heart was bent on this purpose. But it was 
not one to be openly avowed even to herseif. She 
only wanted sadly to see Molly, and she almost be- 
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Heved herseif that it was to consult her about the 
fashion of her cloak; which Donkin was to cut out, 
and which she was to make under his directions; at 
anj rate, this was the reason she gave to her mother 
when the day^s work was done, and a fine gleam came 
out upon the pale and watery sky towards evening. 



CHAPTER VI. 

The Sailor's Funeral. 

Moss Brow, the Comeys' house, was but a dis- 
orderly, comfortless place." You had to cross a dirty 
farm-yard, all puddles and dung-heaps, on stepping stones 
to get to the door of the house-place. That great room 
itself was sure to have clothes hanging to dry at the 
fire whatever day of the week it was; some one of the 
large irregulär family having had what is called in the 
district a "dab-wash" of a few articles, forgotten on 
the regulär day. And sometimes these articles lay in 
their dirty State in the untidy kitchen, out of which a 
room, half-parlour, half-bedroom, opened on one side, 
and a dairy, the only clean place in the house, at the 
opposite. In face of you, as you entered the door, 
was the entrance to the working-kitchen, or scullery. 
Still in spite of disorder like this, there was a weU- 
to-do aspect about the place; the Comeys were rieh in 
their way, in flocks and herds as well as in children; 
and to them neither dirt nor the perpetual hüstle arising 
from ill-ordered work detracted from comfort. They 
were all of an easy, good-tempered nature; Mrs. Corney 
and her daughters gave every one a welcome at what- 
ever time of the day they came, and woold just aa 
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soon Sit down for a gossip at ten o*clock in the moming, 
as at five in the evening, thongh at the fbrmer time 
the honse-place was füll of work of various kinds which 
ought to be got out of hand and done with ; while the 
latter hour was towards the end of the day, when 
farmers' wives and daughters were nsually — "cleaned" 
was the word then, "dressed" is that in vogue now. 
Of course in such a household as this Sylvia was sure 
to be gladly received. She was young, and pretty, 
and bright, and brought a fresh breeze of pleasant air 
about her as her appropriate atmosphere. And besides, 
Bell Kobson held her head so high that visits from her 
daughter were rather esteemed as a favour, for it was 
not everywhere that Sylvia was allowed to go. 

"Sit yo' down, sit yo' down!" cried Dame Comey, 
dusting a chair with her apron; "a reckon Molly 'U be 
in i' no time. She's nobbut gone int' t' orchard, to see 
if she can find wind-falls enough for t' make a pie or 
two for t' lads. They like nowt so weel for supper as 
apple-pies sweetened wi' treacle, crust stout and 
leathery, as Stands chewing, and we hannot getten in 
wer apples yet." 

"If Molly is in th' orchard, 111 go find her," said 
Sylvia. 

"Well! yo' lasses will have your conks" (private 
talks), "a know; secrets 'bout sweethearts and such 
like," Said Mrs. Comey, with a knowing look which 
made Sylvia hate her for the moment. "A Ve not for- 
gotten as a were young mysen. Tak' care; there's a 
pool o' mucky water just outside t' back-door." 

But Sylvia was half way across the back-yard — 
worse if possible than the front as to the condition in 
which it was kept — and had pass*d through the little 
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gaie into the orcbard. It was fall of old gnarled apple- 
trees, their tronks covered with gray licheD, in which 
the canning chaffinch built her nest in spring time. 
The cankered branches remained on the trees, and 
added to the knotted interweaving overhead, if they 
did not to the productiveness; the grass grew in long 
tufts, and was wet and tangled underfoot. There was 
a tolerable crop of rosy apples still hanging on the 
gray old trees, and here and there they showed ruddy 
in the green bosses of untrimmed grass. Why the 
fruit was not gathered, as it was evidently ripe, would 
have pazzled any one not acquainted with the Comey 
family to say; but to them it was always a maxim in 
practice, if not in precept, "Do nothing to-day that 
you can put oflF tili to-morrow," and accordingly the 
apples dropped from the trees at any little gust of 
wind, and lay rotting on the ground until the "lads" 
wanted a supply of pies for supper. 

MoUy saw Sylvia, and came quickly across the 
orchard to meet her, catching her feet in knots of grass 
as she hurried along. 

"Well, lass!" said she, "who'd ha' thought o' 
seeing yo' such a day as it has been." 

"But it's cleared up now beautiful," said Sylvia, 
looking up at the soft evening sky, to be seen through 
the apple boughs. It was of a tender, delicate gray, 
with the faint warmth of a promising sunset tinging it 
with a pink atmosphere. "Rain is over and gone and 
I wanted to know how my cloak is to be made; for 
Donkin is working at our house, and I wanted to 
know all about — the news, you know." 

"What news?" asked MoUy, for she had heard of 
the affair between the Good Fortune and the Aurora 
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some days before; and, to teil the truth, it had rather 
passed out of her head just at this moment. 

"Haven't you heard all about th' press-gang and 
the whaler, and the great fight, and Kinraid, as is 
your Cousin, acting so brave and grand, and lying on 
his death-bed now?" 

",0h!" saidMolly, enlightened as to Sylvia's "news," 
and half surprised at the vehemence with which the 
little creature spoke-, "yes; a heerd that days ago. But 
Charley's noane on his death-bed, he's a deal better; 
an* mother says as he's to be moved up here next 
week for nursing and better air nor he gets i' th' town 
yonder." 

"Oh! I am so glad," said Sylvia, with all her 
heart. "I thought he'd maybe die, and I should never 
see him." 

"A'U promise yo' shall see him; that*s t' say if a' 
goes on well, for he's getten an ugly hurt. Mother 
says as there's four blue marks on his side as '11 last 
him his life, an' t' doctor fears bleeding i' his inside; 
and then he '11 drop down dead when no one looks 
for't." 

"But you said he was better," said Sylvia, blanch- 
ing a little at this account. 

"Ay, he's better, but life's uncertain, special after 
gun-shot wounds." 

"He acted very fine," said Sylvia, meditating. 

"A allays knowed he would. Many's the time a've 
heerd him say *honour bright,' and now he's shown 
how bright his is." 

MoUy did not speak sentimentally, but with a kind 
of proprietorship in Kinraid's honour, which confirmed 
Sylvia in her previous idea of a mntual attachment 
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between her and her cousin. Considering this notion, 
she was a litüe surprised at Molly's next speecL 

"An' about yer cloak, are you for a hood or a 
cape? a reckon Ihaf s the question/' 

"Oh, I don't care! teil me more about Kinraid. Do 
yon really think he'll get better?" 

"Dear! how t' lass takes on about bim. A'U teil 
him what a deal of interest a young woman taks i' 
him!" 

From that time Sylvia never asked anotber question 
about him. In a somewbat dry and altered tone, sbe 
Said, after a little pause — 

"I think on a hood. What do you say to it?" 

"Well; hoods is a bit old-fasbioned, to my mind. 
If 'twere mine, I'd have a cape cut T three points, one 
to tie on each Shoulder, and one to dip down hand- 
some bebind. But let yo' an' me go to Monkshaven 
chnrch o' Sunday, and see Measter Fisbbum's daughters, 
as has their things made i' York, and notice a bit how 
they're made. We needn't do it T church, but just 
Scan 'em o'er i' t' churchyard, and there'll be no barm 
done. Besides, there's to be this grand burying o' t' 
man t' press-gang shot, and 't will be like killing two 
bird at once." 

"I should like to go," said Sylvia. "I feel so 
sorry like for the poor sailors shot down and kidnapped 
just as they was Coming home, as we see'd 'em o' 
Thursday last. 111 ask mother if she'U let me go." 

"Ay, do. ' I know my mother'U let me, if she 
doesn't go hersen; for it '11 be a sight to see, and to 
speak on for many a long year, after what I've heerd. 
And Miss Fishbums is sure to be there, so I'd just get 
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Donkin to cut out cloak itsel', and keep back yer mind 
fra' fixing o' either cape or hood tili Sunday's tum'd." 

"Will you set me part o' t' way Lome?" said Syl- 
via, seeing the dying daylight become more and more 
crimson through the blackening trees. 

"No; I can't. A should like it well enough, but 
somehow, tbere's a deal o' work to be done yet, for t' 
hours slip through one's fingers so as there's no know- 
ing. Mind ye, then, o' Sunday. A'U be at t' stile 
one o'clock punctual; and we'U go slowly int' th' town, 
and look about us as we go, and see folk's dresses; 
and go to t' church, and say wer prayers, and come 
out and have a look at f funeral." 

And with this programme of proceedings settled for 
the following Sunday, the girls whom neighbourhood 
and parity of age Lad forced into some measure of 
friendship parted for the time. 

Sylvia hastened home, feeling as if she had been 
absent long; her mother stood on the little knoll at the 
side of the house watching for her, with her band 
shading her eyes from the low rays of the setting sun ; 
but as soon as she saw her daughter in the distance, 
she retumed to her work, whatever that might be. She 
was not a woman of many words, or of much demon- 
stration; few observers would have guessed how much 
she loved her child; but Sylvia, without any reasoning 
or Observation, instinctively knew that her mother's 
heart was bound up in her. 

Her father and Donkin were going on much as 
when she had left them; talking and disputing away, 
the one compelled to be idle, the other stitching away 
as fast as he talked. They seemed as if they had 
never missed Sylvia; no more did her mother for that 
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matter, for $he was husy and al>iäorbed in lier aftemoon 
dairj-work , to all appearance. But Sylvia had noted 
the wateliing not tbree miuuteä before» and many a 
üme in her after life, wben no ooe cared mnch für her 
otit-goiiigtj and in-comiiiga^ tlie sfcraight^ upd^lit figiire 
. of her motlierj ironting tbo sctting sun, but Hearcbing 
Tirougb its bJ in ding rays for a sigbt of her childj roao 
bp üke a sudden-seen picture^ the remembrance of whicli 
Eiote Sylvia to the heart with a sense of a lost hleas- 
ng, not duly vahied while possessed. 

^'Well, teyther, atid how's a' wi* you?" asked Syl- 
ia^ g'oing to the side of hia chair, and laying her hancl 
^^n hiß Shoulder. 

^Eh! harkee tili this lass o^ mine. @he thinks ag 
ecause she's gone galra verging, I mann ha' missed 
er and be ailing. Why, lass, Don km and ine has had 
f most sensible talk a've had this many a day. AVe 
gi'en him a vast o' knowledge, and he's done me a 
power o' good. Please God^ to-morrow a Ul take a 
«tart at walkmg, if t* weatber holds np/* 

*'Äyr* Said Donkin^ with a touch of sarcasm in bis 
roice; "feytber and mo has settted many puzzles; it'a 
been a loss to Government as tliey have na been here 
for profiting by onr wisdom, WeVe done away with 
tax es, and press-gangs, and many a plague, and beaten 
t' FVeBch ' — i' onr own minda, that'a to say." 

"It'a a wonder t* me as those Lnnnon folks can*t 
§ee things clear," said Daniel, a!l in good faith. 

Bylvla did not qaite understand tbe State of tbings 

regarded politics and taxea, — and politicö and 

L68 were all one in her mind, it miiet b© conf^saed 

- bnt she saw that her innocent little acheme of giving 

father tbe ehange of aociety afforded by Donkin'a 

Hü*9 iQt^en. L ^ 
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coihmg had answered; and in the gladness of her heart 
slie went out and ran round the comer of the honse to 
find Kester, and obtain firom him that sympathj in her 
snccess that she dared not ask firom her mother, 

"Kester, Kester, lad!" said she, in a loud whisper; 
bat Kester was sappering the horses, and in the clamp 
of their feet on the round stähle pavement, he did not 
hear her at first She went a little farther into the 
Stahle. "Kester! he's a vast better, he'U go out to- 
morrow; it's all Donkin's doing. Fm beholden to thee 
for fetching him, and TU trj and spare thee waistcoat 
fronts out o' t' stuff for my new red cloak. Thou '11 
like that, Kester, won't ta?" 

Kester took the notion in slowly, and weighed it 

"Na, lass," said he, deliberately, afker a pause. "A 
could na' bear to see thee wi' thy cloak scrimpit A 
like t' see a wench look bonny and smart, an' a tak 
a krod o' pride in thee, an' should be a'most as much 
hurt i' my mind to see thee i' a pinched cloak as if 
old Moll's tail here were docked too short. Na, lass, 
a'se ne'er got a mirroring glass for t' see mysen in, so 
what's waistcoats to me? Keep thy stuff t' thysen, 
there's a good wench; but a'se main and glad about t' 
measter. Place isn't like itsen when he's shut up and 
cranky." 

He took up a wisp of straw and began rubbing 
down the old mare, and hissing over his work as if 
he wished to consider the conversation as ended. And 
Sylvia, who had strung herseif up in a momentary 
fervour of gratitude to make the generous offer, was 
not sorry to have it refused, and went back planning 
what kindness she could show to Kester without its 
involving so much sacrifice to herseif. For giying 




waistcoat front s to liim would depriv 
i sant power of selcctin^ a fasLionable pattem in Monks' 
^vjiaveti chnrchyard nest Sunday, 

^B TLat wished-for day seemed long a- Coming, as 
^^hrished'fnr dajs most frequently do. Hör father got 
^■»ettor by f^low degrees, and her mother was pleased 
^^By the tailor^s good piecea of work; sLowing tlie neatlj- 
^^jiinced patches with as mnch pride as many matrons 
take in new clothes now-a-daya. And tlic weather 
cleared up into a dim kind of autiimnal fineness, intt> ^iny- 
tlimg but anlüdian sumtncras faras regurded g^orgeous- 
less of colonring, fbr oü tbat coast tbö miats and sea 
>gs early spoil the LrilliaTicy of the foliage. Yet, per- 
ps, tbe more did tbo sÜTory grays and browna of the 
ndand scenery eonduce to tbe tranqujllitj of the time, 
— the time of peace and rest before the fierce and 
»tonny winter comes on. It seems a tirae for gatbering 
ip human forcea to encounter the Coming severity^ as 
eil as of storing np the produee of harvest for the 
ieeds of Winter. Old people tum out and sun them- 
«elves In tbat calm St. Martinas summer, without fear 
of **tha heat o' th' aun, or tho Coming winters rages," 
«od we may read in their pensive, dreamy eyes tbat 
*ey are weaning tbemselves away from tho earth, 
hieb prob ab ly many may never see again dressed in 
sr öurnnier glory. 

Many such old people get out betimes on the Sun- 
ly afternof>a to which Sylvia Lad been so looking 
irward to scalö tbe lotig fiights of stone steps — wom 
the t'mt of many generations — wbich led up to 
parish chnrch, place d on a height above the town^ 
a great green area at the sümmit of tbe clifiF, which 
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was the angle wbere the river and the sea met, and so 
overlooking both the busy crowded little town, the port, 
the shipping, and the bar on the one band, and the 
wide illimitable tranquil sea on the othor — types of 
life and etemity. It was a good Situation for that 
church. Homeward-bound sailors caught sight of the 
tower of St. Nicholas, the first land object of all. They 
who went forth upon the great deep might carry solemn 
thoughts with them of the words they had heard there; 
not conscious thoughts perhaps — rather a distinct if 
dim conviction that buying and selling, eating and 
marrying — even life and death, were not all the re- 
alities in existence. Nor were the words that came up 
to their remembrance words of sermons preached there, 
however impressive. The sailors mostly slept through 
the sermons; unless, indeed, there were incidents such 
as were involved in what were called "funeral dis- 
courses" to be narrated. They did not recognize their 
daily faults or temptations under the grand aliases 
befitting their appearance from a preacher's mouth. 
But they knew the old, oft-repeated words praying for 
deliverance from the familiär dangers of lightning and 
tempest; from battle, murder, and sudden death; and 
nearly every man was aware that he left behind him 
some one who would watch for the prayer for the pre- 
servation of those who travel by land or by water, and 
think of him, as God-protected the more for the eamest- 
ness of the response then given. 

There, too, lay the dead of many generations; for 
St. Nicholas had been the parish church ever since 
Monkshaven was a town, and the large churchyard 
was rieh in the dead. Masters, mariners, ship-owners, 
seamen: it seemed stränge how few other trades were 




eseiited io tbat great piain so fall of upright grave- 
ES* Here and there was a memorial stone, placed 
Boine sorviTor of a large family, most of wliom 
perished at sea. *^Süppose(l to iiave perisLed in the 
Greenlaud seaa,'^ ■^öliipwrecked m the Baltie," *^DrowTied 
otf ihe coast of Iceland»" Tiiere was a stränge seösa- 
tion^ as if tlie cold eea-winds müst bring witli them tbe 
dlm pliantomä of tliose lost aailorSj who Lad died far 
from their liomea, and from tLe hallo wed ground where 
their fathers lay. 

Eacli flight of steps up to this churchyai'd ended 
in a small tiat ipa^e, on wLicb a wooden seat was 
placed, On this [jarticular Sundaj, all these Beats 
were filled by aged people, breatble^s witb tbe unnsual 
exertion of c lim hing. You could see tbe clmrcb gtairj 
ÄS it waü called^ from nearly cvery part of the town, 
and the figiireö of tbe numerous climberfl diminiabed 
hj distance, looked like a busy ant-bill^ long beforc 
Ihe bell began to ring for afternoon service. All who 
could manage it bad put on a bit of black in token oi 
[louruiag^ it might be verj little; an old ribbon^ a 
[rustj piece of cxape; bnt some sign of moiiming was 
shown by every one down to tbe little cbild in its niother's 
armSt tbat innocently clntcbed tbo piece of rosemary to 
be tbrown into tbe grave '4br remembrance*" Darley, 
Ihe Seaman sliot by tbe preas-gang, nine leagues off 
5t, Äbb's Headj was to ba buried to-day^ at tbe ac- 
ta s tarn ed tinie for tbe funerals of tbe poorer classos, 
irectiy after evening sei'^ice^ and tbere were only tbe 
Rick and their nurae-tenders wbo did not como forth to 
show tbeir foeling for tbe man wbom tbey looked upon 
as innrdered. Tbe crowd of vessels in barbonr bore 
their flagg half-maat higb-, and the crews were making 
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their way through the High Street. The gentlefolk of 
Monkshaven, füll of Indignation at this interference 
with their ships, füll of sympathy with the family who 
had lost their son and brother almost within sight of 
his home, came in unusual numbers — no lack of 
pattems for Sylvia; but her thoughts were far other- 
wise and more suitably occupied. The unwonted 
stemness and solemnity visible on the countenances of 
all whom she met awed and affected her. She did not 
speak in reply to Molly's remark on the dress or ap- 
pearance of those who Struck her. She feit as if these 
Speeches jarred on her, and annoyed her almost to Irri- 
tation ; yet Molly had come all the way to Monkshaven 
Church in her Service, and deserved forbearance ac- 
cordingly. The two mounted the steps alongside of 
many people; few words were exchanged, even at the 
breathing places, so often the little centres of gossip. 
Looking over the sea there was not a sail to be seen; 
it seemed bared of life, as if to be in serious harmony 
with what was going on inland. 

The church was of old Norman architecture; low 
and massive outside; inside, of vast space, only a 
quarter of which was filled on ordinary Sundays. The 
walls were disfigured by numerous tablets of black 
and white marble intermixed, and the usual or- 
namentation of that style of memorial as erected in the 
last Century, of weeping willows, ums, and drooping 
figures, with here and there a ship in füll sail, or an 
anchor, where the seafaring idea prevalent through the 
place had launched out into a little originality. There 
was no wood-work, the church had been stripped of 
that, most probably when the neighbouring monastery 
had been destroyed. There were large Square pews. 
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lined with green baize, witli the names of the families 
of the most floorishing ship-owners painted white on 
the doors; there were pews, not so large, and not lined 
al all, for the farmers and shopkeepers of the parish; 
and namerous heavy oaken benches which hj the 
nnited efforts of several men might be brought within 
eaivshot of the pulpit. These were being removed 
into the most convenient situations when Molly and 
Sylvia entered the church, and after two or three 
▼hispered sentences they took their seats on one of 



The vicar of Monkshaven was a kindly, peaceable 
old man, hating strife and troubled waters above every- 
thing. He was a vehement Tory in theory, as became 
bis cloth in those days. He had two bugbears to fear 
— the French and the Dissenters. It was difficult to» 
say of which he had the worst opinion and the most 
intense dread. Perhaps he hated the Dissenters most, 
because they came nearer in contact with him than the 
French; besides the French had the excuse of being 
Papists, while the Dissenters might have belonged to 
the Church of England if they had not been utterly 
depraved. Yet in practice Dr. Wilson did not object 
to dine with Mr. Fishbum, wlio was a personal friend 
and foUower of Wesley's; but then, as the doctor would 
»ay, "Wesley was an Oxford man, and that makes 
him a gentleman; and he was an ordained minister of 
the Church of England, so that grace can never depart 
from him." But I do not know what excuse he would 
have alleged for sending broth and vegetables to old 
Ralph Thompson, a rabid Independent, who had been 
given to abusing the church and the vicar, from a Dis* 
senting pulpit, as long as ever he could mount the 
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Blairs. However, that inconsistency between Dr. Wilson's 
theories and practice was not generally known in Monks- 
baven, so we have nothing to do with it. 

Dr. Wilson had had a very difficult part to play, 
and a still more difficult sermon to write, during this 
last week. The Darley who had been killed was tbe 
son of the vicar's gardener, and Dr. Wilson's sympathies 
as a man had been all on the bereaved father^s side. 
Bat then he had received, as the oldest magistrate in 
the neighbourhood, a letter from the captain of the 
Aurora^ explanatory and exculpatory. Darley had 
been resisting the Orders of an officer in bis Majesty's 
Service. What would become of due Subordination 
and loyalty, and the interests of the service, and 
the chances of beating those confounded French, if 
such conduct asDarley's was to be encouraged? (Poor 
Darley! he was past all evil effects of human encourage* 
ment now!) 

So the vicar mumbled hastily over a sermon on 
the text, "In the midst of life we are in death;" which 
might have done as well for a baby cut oflF in a con- 
vulsion-fit as for the strong man shot down with all 
bis eager blood bot within bim, by men as hot-blooded 
as himself. But once when the old doctor's eye caught 
the up-tumed, straining gaze of the father Darley, 
seeking with all bis soul to find a grain of holy comfort 
in the chaflF of words, bis conscience smote him. Had 
he nothing to say that should calm anger and revenge 
with Spiritual power? no breath of the comf orter to 
soothe repining into resignation? But again the discord 
between the laws of man and the laws of Christ stood 
before him; and he gave up the attempt to do more 
than he was doing, as beyond bis power. Though the 
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liearers went slw&j as fall of anger as thej had entered 
the ehnrch, and some with a dull feeling of disap- 
pointment as to what ihej had got there, yet no one 
feit anything but kindly towards the old vicar. His 
simple, happ7 life led amongst them for forty years, 
and open to all men in its daily course; his sweet- 
tempered, cordial ways; his practical kindness, made 
him heloved by all; and neither he nor they thought 
mach or cared mach for admiration of his talents. 
Respect for his office was all the respect he thought 
of; and that was conceded to him from old traditional 
and hereditary association. In looking back to the 
last Century, it appears curious to see how little our 
ancestors had the power of putting two things together, 
and perceiving either the discord or harmony thas pro- 
daced. Is it because we are farther off from those 
times, andhave, consequently, a greater ränge ofvision? 
Will our descendants have a wonder about us, such as 
we have about the inconsistency of our forefathers, or 
a sarprise at our blindness that we do not perceive 
that, holding such and such opinions, our course of 
action must be so and so, or that the logical con- 
seqaence of particular opinions must be convictions 
which at present we hold in abhorrence? It seems 
pnzzling to look back on men such as our vicar, who 
ahnost held the doctrine that the King could do no 
wrong, yet were ever ready to talk of the glorious 
Revolution, and to abuse the Stuarts for having enter- 
tained the same doctrine, and tried to put it in practice. 
Bat such discrepancies ran through good men's lives 
in those days. It is well for us that we live at the 
present time, when everybödy is logical and con- 
sistent. This little discussion must be taken in place 
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of Dr. Wilson's sermon, of which no one conld re- 
member more than the text half an hour after it was 
delivered. Even the doctor himself had the recol- 
lection of the words he had uttered swept out of his 
mind, as, having doflFed his gown and donned his 
surplice, he came out of the dusk of his vestry and 
went to the church-door, looking into the broad ligbt 
which came upon the piain of the churchyard on the 
cliffs; for the sun had not yet set, and the pale moon 
was slowly rising through the silvery mist that obscured 
the distant moors. There was a thick, dense crowd, 
all still and silent, looking away &om the church and 
the vicar, who awaited the bringing of the dead. They 
werewatching the slow black line winding up the long 
Steps, resting their heavy bürden here and there, Stand- 
ing in silent groups at each landing-place ; now lost to 
sight as a piece of broken, overhanging ground in- 
tervened, now emerging suddenly nearer; and overhead 
the great church bell, with its mediaeval inscription, 
familiär to the vicar, if to no one eise* who heard it, 

" I to the grave do summon all ,** 

kept on its heavy booming monotone, with which no 
other sound from land or sea, near or distant, inter- 
mingled, except the cackle of the geese on some far- 
away farm on the moors, as they were Coming home 
to roost; and that one noise from so great a distance 
seemed only to deepen the stillness. Then there was 
a little movement in the crowd; a little pushing from 
side to side, to make a path for the corpse and its 
bearers — an aggregate of the fragments of room. 

With beut heads and spent strength, those who 
carried the coffin moved on; behind came the poor 
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old gardener, a brown-black funeral cloak thrown over 
his homelj dress, and supporting bis wife with steps 
scarcely less feeble tban ber own. He had come to 
chnrcb that aftemoon, witb a promise to ber tbat be 
woold retnm to lead ber to tbe funeral of berfirstbom; 
for be feit, in bis sore perplexed beart, füll of In- 
dignation and dumb anger, as if be must go and bear 
Bometbing wbicb sbould exorcise tbe unwonted longing 
for revenge tbat disturbed his grief and made bim 
conscions of tbat great blank of consolation wbicb faitb- 
lessness produces. And for tbe time be was faitbless. 
How came God to permit sucb cruel injustice of man? 
Permitting it, He eould not be good. Tben wbat was 
life and wbat was deatb, but woe and despair? Tbe 
beantiful solemn words of tbe ritual bad done bim 
good, and restored mucb of bis faitb. Tbongb be 
coold not understand wby sucb son*ow bad befallen 
bim any more tban before, be bad come back to some- 
tbing of bis cbildlike trust; be kept saying to bimself 
in a wbisper, as be mounted tbe weary steps, "It is 
tbe Lord's doing;" and tbe repetition sootbed bim 
nnspeakably. Bebind tbis old couple foUowed tbeir 
children, grown men and women, come from distant 
place or farmbouse Service: tbe servants at tbe vicarage, 
and many a neigbbour, anxious to sbow tbeir sympatby, 
and most of tbe sailors from tbe crews of tbe vessels 
in port, joined in procession, and foUowed tbe dead 
body into tbe cburcb. 

Tbere was too great a crowd immediately witbin 
tbe door for Sylvia and Molly to go in again, and tbey 
accordingly betook tbemselves to tbe place wbere tbe 
deep grave was waiting, wide and bungry, to receive 
it8 dead. Tbere, leaning against tbe beadstones all 
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around, were many standing — looking over the broad 
and placid sea, and tumed to the soft salt air which 
blew on their bot eyes and rigid faces; for no one 
spoke of all tbat number. Tbey were tbinking of the 
violent death of bim over whom the solemn words 
were now being said in the gray old church, scarcely 
out of their hearing, had not the sound been broken 
by the measured lapping of the tide far beneath. 

Suddenly every one looked round towards the patb 
from the churchyard steps. Two sailors were sup- 
porting a ghastly figure that, with feeble motions, was 
drawing near the open grave. 

"It's t' specksioneer as tried to save himi it's him 
as was left for dead!" the people murmured round. 

"It's Charley Kinraid, as Tm a sinner!" said MoUy, 
starting forward to greet her cousin. 

But as he came on, she saw tbat all bis strength 
was needed for the mere action of Walking. The 
sailors, in their strong sympathy, had yielded to bis 
eamest entreaty, and carried him up the steps, in 
Order tbat he might see the last of bis messmate. Tbey 
placed him near the grave, resting against a stone; 
and he was hardly there before the vicar came forth, 
and the great crowd poured out of the church, foUow- 
ing the body to the grave. 

Sylvia was so much wrapt up in the solemnity of 
the occasion, tbat she had no thought to spare at the 
first moment for the pale and haggard figure opposite; 
much less was she aware of her cousin Philip, who 
now singling her out for the first time from among the 
crowd, pressed to her side, with an intention of com* 
panionship and protection. 

As the Service went on, ill-cbecked sobs rose from 
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behind the two girls who were among the foremost in 
the crowd, and by-and-by the cry and the wail became 
general. Sylyia's tears rained down her face, and her 
distress became so evident that it attracted the atten- 
tion of many in that inner circle. Among others who 
noticed it, the specksioneer^s hello w eyes were canght 
hy the sight of the innocent blooming child-like face 
opposite to him, and he wondered if she were a rela- 
tion; yet, seeing that she bore no badge of mouming, 
he rather concluded that she mnst have been a sweet- 
heart of the dead man*s. 

And now all was over: the rattle of the gravel on 
the coMn; the last long, lingering look of friends and 
lovers; the rosemary sprigs had been cast down by all 
who were fortunate enough to have brought them — 
arid oh! how much Sylvia wished she had remembered 
this last act of respect — and slowly the outer rim of 
the crowd began to slacken and disappear. 

Now Philip spoke to Sylvia. 

"I never dreamt of seeing you here. I thought 
my aunt always went to Kirk Moorside." 

"I came with MoUy Comey," said Sylvia. "Mother 
18 staying at home with feyther." 

"How's his rheumatics?" asked Philip. 

But at the same moment MoUy took hold of Sylvia's 
band, and said — 

"A want t' get round and speak to Charley. 
Mother'U be main and glad to hear as he*s getten out; 
though, for sure, he looks as though he'd ha been 
better in*s bed. Come, Sylvia." 

And Philip, fain to keep with Sylvia, had to follow 
the two girls close up to the specksioneer, who was 
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preparing for his slow laborious walk back to bis 
lodgings. He stopped on seeing bis cousin. 

"Well, MoUy," said be, faintly, putting out bis 
band, but bis eye passing ber face to look at Sylvia 
in tbe backgroond, ber tear-stained face füll of sby 
admiration of tbe nearest approacb to a bero sbe bad 
ever seen. 

"Well, Cbarley, a never was so taken aback as 
wben a saw yo* tbere, like a gbost, a Standing agin a 
gravestone. How wbite and wan yo' do look!" 

"Ay!" said be, wearily, "wan and weak enougk" 

"But I bope you are getting better, sir," said 
Sylvia, in a low voice, longing to speak to bim, and 
yet wondering at ber own temerity. 

"Tbank you, my lass. I'm o'er tb' worst." 

He sigbed beavily. 

Pbilip now spoke. 

"We're doing bim no kindness a-keeping bim 
Standing bere i^ tb^ nigbt-fall, and bim so tired." And 
be made as tbougb be would turn away. Kinraid's 
two sailor friends backed up Pbilip's words witb sucb 
urgency, that, somebow, Sylvia tbougbt they bad been 
to blame in speaking to bim, and blusbed excessively 
witb tbe idea. 

"Yo'U come and be nursed at Moss Brow, Cbarley," 
said MoUy; and Sylvia dropped ber little maidenly 
eurtsey, and said "Good-by;" and went away, won- 
dering bow Molly could talk so freely to sucb a bero; 
but tben, to be sure, be was a cousin, and probably a 
sweetbeart, and tbat would make a great deal of dif- 
ference, of course. 

Meanwbile ber own cousin kept close by ber side. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

T6te-i^•Töte. — The Will. 

"And now teil me all about th' folk at home?" 
Said Philip, evidently preparing to walk back with the 
girls. He generally came to Haytersbank every Sun- 
day afl^emoon, so Sylvia knew what she had to expect 
the moment she became aware of his neighbourhood 
in the churchyard. 

"My feyther's been sadly troubled with his rheu- 
matics this week past; but he's a vast better now, 
thank you kindly." Then, addressing herseif to Molly, 
she asked, "Has your cousin a doctor to look after 
him?" 

"Ay, for sare!" said Molly, quiekly; for though 
she knew nothing about the matter, she, was deter- 
mined to suppose that her cousin had everything be- 
Coming an invalid as well as a hero. "He's well-to- 
do, and can afford everything as he needs," continued 
she. "His feyther's left him money, and he were a 
farmer out up in Northumberland ; and he's reckoned 
such a specksioneer as never, never was, and gets 
what wage he asks for, and a share on every whale 
he harpoons beside." 

"I reckon he'll have to make himself scarce on 
this coast for awhile, at any rate," said Philip. 

"An' what for should he?" asked Molly, who 
never liked Philip at the best of times, and now, if 
he was going to disparage her cousin in any way, was 
ready to take up arms and do battle. 

"Why, they do say as he fired the shot as has 
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killed some o' the men-o'- war's men; and, of course, if 
he has, he'll have to stand his trial if he's caught/' 

"What lies people do say!" exclaimed MoUy. 
"He niver killed nought but whales, a'll be bound; 
or if he did, it were all right and proper as he should, 
when they were for stealing him an' all t'others, and 
did kill poor Darley, as we come fra' seeing buried. 
A suppose, now, yo're such a Quaker that, if some 
one was to break through fra' t' other side o' this 
dyke, and offer for to murder Sylvia an' me, yo'd 
look on wi' yo'r hands hanging by yo'r side." 

"But th' press-gang had law on their side, and 
were doing nought but what they'd Warrant for." 

"Th' tender's gone away, as if she were ashamed 
o' what she'd done," said Sylvia, "and the flag's down 
fra' o'er the Kandyvow'se. There'll be no more 
press-ganging here awhile." 

"No; feyther says," continued MoUy, "that theyVe 
made t' place too hot t' hold 'em, Coming so strong 
afore people had gotten used to their ways o' catching 
up poor lads just come home fra' t' Greenland seas. 
T' folks her their blood so up they'd think no härm o' 
fighting 'em i' th' streets — ay, and o' killing 'em too, 
if they were for using fire-arms, as t' AurorcCs men 
did." 

"Women is so fond o' bloodshed," said Philip; 
"for t' hear you talk, who'd ha' thought you'd just 
come fra' crying ower the grave of a man who was 
killed by violence? I should ha' thought you'd seen 
enough of what sorrow comes o' fighting. Why, them 
lads o' t' Aurora as they say Kinraid shot down, had 
fathers and mothers, maybe, a looking out for them to 
come home." 
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**I don''t tlimk he could Ua' killed tliem," said 
Ivia; **he looköd so gentle/' 
But Molly did not Uke this half-and-half view of 

**A dare say he did kill 'em dead; he's not one to 
do tMngä hj lialves* And a think lie served *em reet, 
thafs what a do " 

"Iri na' this Hester, as eervos in Foster^s shop?^* 
asked Sylvia^ in a low voice, as a joung woman came 
throtigh a stUe in the Btone wall by the road-side, and 
iddenly appeared betöre thenir 

"Yes/' eaid Philip. "Why, Hesfcer, where have 
m been?'* he asked, as thej drew near- 

Kester reddened a little, and theo replied in her 
slow, qniet way — 

**I hava been sitting with Betsy Darley — her 
that ia bed-ridden, It were lonesome for her whea the 
others were away at the burying ." 

And she made as though sbe woüld have passed; 
hui 8ylvia, all her sympathies alive for tbe relations 
of tbe murdered man^ wauted to ask more questions^ 
and pnt her haud on He^ter'a arm to detain her a 
mometit. Hester euddenly drew back a Jittle, reddened 
still more^ and then replied fully and quietly to all 
Sylvia asked. 

In the agricultural eounties, and among the elass 
tö which these four peraons belonged, tbere ia littlc 
analj^His of motive or comparisson of cbaractere aaid 
actio as, even at this preßent day of enlightenment, 
Sixty or seventy years ago there was still leas. I do 
not mean that amongst thonghtful and serieuö people 
there waa not much reading of such books as Äfason 
m Seif-Knowledge^ and Law^s Senous Callj or that 
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there were not the experiences of the Wesleyans, that 
were related at class-meeting for the edification of the 
hearers. But, taken as a general rule, it may he said 
that few knew what manner of men they were, com- 
pared to the nnmhers now who are fully conscious of 
their virtues, qualities, failings, and weaknesses, and 
who go ahout comparing others with themselves — 
not in a spirit of Pharisaism and arrogance, hut with 
a vivid self-consciousne^s, that more than anything 
eise deprives characters of freshness and originality. ' 

To return to the party we left standing on the 
high-raised footway that ran alongside of the hridle- 
road to Haytersbank. Sylvia had leisure in her heart 
to think "Low good Heater is for sitting with the poor 
bed-ridden sister of Datley!" without having a pang of 
self-depreciation in the comparison of her own conduet 
with that she was capable of so fully appreciating. 
She had gone to church for the ends of vanity, and 
remained to the funeral for curiosity and the pleasnre 
of the excitement. In this way a modern young 
lady would have condemned herseif, and therefore 
i lost the simple, purifying pleasure of admiration of 
another. 

Hester passed onwards, going down the hill 
towards the town. The other three walked slowly 
on. All were silent for a few moments, then Sylvia 
Said — 

"How good she is!" 

And Philip replied with ready warmth, — 

"Yes, she is; no one knows how good but ns, who 
live in the same house wi' her." 

"Her mother is an old Quakeress, beant she?" 
Molly inquired. 
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^* Alice Eose is a Friend, if that is what you mean," 
iaid Philip, 

*'Wdl, well! some folk's so paiticular- Is William 
GouIsoul a Quaker, hy wLlch tC mean a Friend?'^ 
"Yes; theyre all on 'em right-down good folk," 
"Dearj mel WLat a wondt^r yo' can speak to such 
smners as Sylvia and me^ after keeping companj with 
so much goüdneas," said Mollj, who had not yet 
forpven Philip for douhting Kiuraid^a power of killing 
men, "Ib da* it, Sylvia?'' " 

But Sylvia was too highly strung for banter* If 

ahe had not boen one of thoäe who went to mock, bat 

jGmaiijed to pray^ she had gone to chorch with the 

diought of the cloHk-that-was-to-be iippermost in her 

mitid, and slie had come down thts long chnrth stajr 

with life and death snddenly hecome real to her mind, 

the enduring sea and hilJj^ forming a contra^rting buck- 

ground to the vanishing away of maa. Sha was füll of 

a «oletnn wonder as to the abiding-place of the soula of 

^the dead» atid a child-!ike dread lest the number of the 

^Hftect ^hoald be accompUj^hed before she was mcluded 

^^p er ein. How people could ever be merry again after 

^Hpiey had been at a funeral^ »he could not imagine; so 

^Mie answered gravely^ and slightly beside the qaestion; 

"I wonder if I was a Friend if I should be good?" 

**Gi' me your red cloak, that^s all, when yo^ tum 

Quaker; they'll none let thee wear acarletj so it *11 be 

öf HO UBe t^ thee/* 

"I think thouVt good enough ae thou ait," said 
Piiilip, tendcrly — at least as tcnderly as he du rat, for 
he knew by eiperience that it did not do to alarm 
her girlisb coyness. Either one speeeh or the other 
mmde Sylvia Hilent^ neither was accordant to her 
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mood of mind, so perliaps botb contributcd to her 
c|uietuess. 

"Folk say William Coulson looks sweet on Hester 
Eose/' aaid Molly, alwajs up in Moakshaven gosaip. 
It was in the form ot' an agäertion^ biit was suid in the 
tone of a queslion, and as such Philip replied to it 

"Yes, I think he likes her a good deal; but he*s so 
quiet, I uever feel sore. Jolm and Jeremiah would 
like the match, IVe a notion.*' 

And now they came to the stile wbich had filled 
Philipps eye for some minntes past, though neither of 
thß othera Lad perccived they were so near it; the stile 
whicb led to Moss Biow firom the road into the fieldg 
tliHt ßloped down to Haytersbank. Ilere they would 
leave MoUy, and now would begin the deÜcious tJte^ä^ 
t^Ui walk, whieh Philip always tried to mako as linger- 
ing as possible, To-day be was anxiouB to show bis 
sympatliy witb Sylvia, as far aa he eould read what 
was paasing in her miud; but how was he to guess the 
multitude of taugled though ts iu tbat nnseen recept* 
acle? A resolution to be good, if sLe could, and always 
to be tbinking on death, so that what aeemed to her 
now aa simply impossible-, migbt come true — that sbe 
might "dread the grave as little a^ her bed^*^ a wij^h 
tbat Philip were not coming home with her; a wonder 
if tbe speeksioneer reaüy had killed a mau, an idea 
whieb made her shudder; jet from the awful fascina- 
tion about it, her imagination was compelled to dwell 
on tbe taO^ gaunt figure, and try to xecall tbe wan 
eountenance; a hatred and desire of revenge on the 
presa-gang, so vehement tbat it aadly milltated against 
her Intention ,of trying to be good; all tbeae notions, 
and wonders^ and fancies, were whirling about in 
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"How manj miles awaj is the Greeoland ieas? — 
I meati, how long do they take to reachf''^ 

"I don^t know; ten dajs or a fortnight, or more, 

*^Ohl feyther 'U teil me all about it, He^B beea 
there manj a äme*" 

*'I saj, Sjlvia! My aunt safd I were to give you 
lessoüs this wiater i' writing-, and cipbering. I caa 
begin to come up now, two eveningR, maybe, a week, 
T sbop cloees early after November eomes in*" 

Sylvia did not like leaming, and did not want 
bim ibr her teacber^ so she answered in a dry üttle 
toae, 

^*It Ul nae a deal o' candle-li^ht; mother 11 not 
ük€ that. I can^t see to spell wi'oiit a candle elose at 
my elbow/* 

"Niver mind about candles, I can bring mp a 
candle wi' me, for I sbonld be buming one at Alice 

So tbat excnse would not do* Sylvia beat her 
for anotber* 

"Writing cramps my band so, I eati-t do any 
sewing for a day aAei; and feyther wants bis Bliirfe& 
very bad.'' 

"Bat, Sylvia, TU teacb you g-eogTapby, and ever 
fföcb a vast o^ fine tbings about tb^ countries, on 
ik* map." 

"Is t' arctic seas down o' th' map?" sbe asked, in 
ä tone of greater interest. 

*'ireaJ arctks, and tropica, and equator^ and equi- 
öoctial line; weil take 'em tum and turn aboutv, ^j^iW 
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• do %vtitmg' äiid ciphering one night, and geography t' 
other." 

Philip spoke with pleasure at the prospect, but 
Sylvia relaxed into indifference. 

"Fm no scholard; it's like throwing away labonr to 
teach me, Fm such a dunce at my book. Now there's 
Betsy Comey, third girl, her that i» younger than 
MoUy, she'd be a credit to you. There ne'er was such 
a lass for pottering ower books." 

If Philip had had his wits about him, he wonid 
have pretended to listen to this proposition of a change 
of pupils, and then possibly Sylvia might have repented 
making it. But he was too much mortified to be 
diplomatic. 

"My aunt asked me to teach you a bit, not any 
neighbour's lass." 

"Well! if I mun be taught, I mun; but I'd rayther 
be whipped and ha' done with it," was Sylvia's un- 
gracious reply. 

A moment afterwards, she repented of her little 
spirt of unkindness, and thought that she should not 
like to die that night without making friends. Sudden 
death was very present in her thoughts since the 
funeral. So she instinctively chose the best method of 
making friends again, and slipped her band into his, 
as he walked a little sullenly at her side. She was 
half-afraid, however, when she found it firmly held, 
and that she could not draw it away again withont 
making what she called in her own mind a "fuss." So, 
hand in band, they slowly and silently came up to the 
door of Haytersbank Farm; not unseen by Bell Robson, 
who säte in the window-seat, with her Bible open npon 
her knee. She had read her chapter aloud to herseif, 
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mü Bow slie eould aee no long^er, even If filie liad 
wished to read more; but sLe gazcd out iuto tte 
darkemng air, and a dim look of contentment came 
like moonablne over her face when she saw the cousina 
approaeli. 

"That's mj prayer daj and niglit,'' said ehe to 
herseif* 

But there iras no imusual aspect of gladness on her 
face» as she li^hted the candle to give them a morö 
cbeerfiiL ■welcome. 

^'Wliere'a fejther?" said Sylvia, lookiug rotmd the 
room for Daniel. 

"He's beeil to Kü-k Moorside Cliurch, for t* see a 
bit o^ th^ World» as he ca's iL And am^ then he's gone 
it to th' eattle \ for Kester's ta*ea bis tam of playing 
el/ now tbat father^s better." 

*^IVe been talkiiig to Sylvia," said Philip, hjü head 
full of bia pleasant plan, bis band BtÜl tingling 
am tbe touch of hers, ^'^about turning' acboolraaster^ 
ad Coming up bere two nights a ireek for V teacb her 
a bit o* writing and cipbering.'* 

**Änd geography/' put in Sylvia; **for^" tbought 

sbe, "if Vm to kam tbem things I doji*t caro a pin 

about, anybow 111 leam wbat I do car© to know^ 

it'U teU me about t' Greenland seas, and how far 

beyVe off." 



Tbat saine evemng, a trio alike in many out ward 
cireumstances säte in a stnall neat room m a bouse 
opening out of a confined court on the hilly side of 
the High Street of Monkshaven. A motber, her only 
eh-tld, and the young man wbo ailently loved tbat 
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dangbter, and was favoured by Alice Rose, though not 
by Hester. 

Wben tbe latter retomed from ber aftemoon's 
absence, sbe stood for a minute or two on tbe little 
fligbt of steep steps, whitened to a snowy wbiteness; 
tbe aspect of tbe wbole bouse partook of tbe same 
cbaracter of irreproacbable cleanliness. It was wedged 
up into a space whicb necessitated all sorts of odd 
projections and irregularities in Order to obtain suf- 
ficient light for tbe interior; and if ever tbe being 
situated in a dusky, confined corner migbt baVe been 
made an excuse for dirt, Alice Eose^s bouse bad tbat 
apology. Yet tbe small diamond panes of glass in tbe 
casement window werp kept so brigbt and clear tbat a 
great sweet-scented-leaved geranium grew and floarisbed, 
tbougb it did not flower profusely. Tbe leaves seemed 
to fill tbe air witb fragrance as soon as Hester sum- 
moned up energy enougb to open tbe door. Ferbaps 
tbat was because tbe young Quaker, William Coulson, 
was crusbing one between bis finger and tbumb, wbile 
waiting to set down Alice's next words. For tbe old 
woman, wbo looked as if many years of life remained 
in ber yet, was solemnly dictating ber last will and 
testament. 

It bad been on ber mind for many montbs; for 
sbe bad sometbing to leave beyond tbe mere fumi- 
ture of tbe bouse. Sometbing — a few pounds — in 
tbe bands of Jobn and Jeremiab Fester, ber cousins; 
and it was tbey wbo bad suggested tbe duty on wbicb 
sbe was engaged. Sbe bad asked William Coulson to 
write down ber wisbes, and be bad consented, tbougb 
witb some fear and trepidation; for be bad an idea 
tbat be was infringing on a lawyer's prerogative, and 
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that, for angbt he knew^ he might be prosecuted for 
niaking a will without « licetxee, just a,B a man might 
be punished for selling winc Äml Rpirite without going 
tbroiigh the preliminary legal forms that give permis- 
fiion for such a eale. Bat tu his Suggestion that Alice 
ihould emploj?- a lawyer, she had replied — 

**That would cost me five pouod Bterling; and 
thae canBt do H as well, if theeMI but attend to mj 
wordi.'' 

So be bad hought^ at her desirei a blaek-edgad 
aheet of fine-wove paper, and a couple of good pens, 
on the previous Satiuday; and while waiting for her 
to begin her dictation, and füll of serioui tbought 
bimset f, he bad almost unconsciouslj raade the grand 
flourish at the top of the paper whicb he had learnt 
at aeliool, and whicb was there called a spread eagle. 

'*What art thee doing there?'* asked Alice, sud- 
denlj alive to his proceedings. 

Without a word he showed her his handiwork. 

"It's a vanity," said she, "aud 't may make t' 
will not Btand. Folk maj think I were na' in my 
rigbt mind, if they gee Buch fly-lega and cobwebs 
Ä-top. Write, *This k my doing, William Coulson, 
and none of Alice Eoae's, ehe being in her iound 
mind;^* 

"I don't think it's needed," said William. Never- 
thelsBB he wrote down the wordB. 

*'Hast thee put that I*m in my sound mind and 
mvm sensee? Then make the sigit of the Trinity, 
and write, ^In the uame of the Father, the Öon, and 
tbe Holy Gbost.'" 

*^Mß that t' right way o* heginning a will?" said 
Cottlsonf a little startled. 
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"My father, and my father's father, and my hus- 
band, had it a-top of theirs, and Tm noane going for 
to cease fira' following after them, for they were godly 
men, though my husband were o' th' episcopal per- 
suasion." 

"It's done," said William. 

"Hast thee dated it?" asked Alice. 

"Nay." 

"Then date it third day, nintb montb. Now, art 
ready?" 

Coulson nodded. 

"I, Alice Rose, do leave my fumiture (tbat is, 
my bed and ehest o' drawers, for thy bed and tbings 
is tbine, and not mine), and settle, and saucepans, 
and dresser, and table, and kettle, and all tbe.rest 
of my furniture, to my lawful and only daugbter, 
Hester Rose. I tbink tbat's safe for ber to bave all, 
is 't not, William?" 

"I tbink so too," said he, writing on all tbe time. 

"And tbee sbalt bave t' roUer and paste-board, 
because tbee's so fond o^ puddings and cakes. Itll 
serve thy wife after Pm gone, and I trust sbell boil 
ber paste long enougb, for that's been t' secret o' 
mine, and tbee'U noane be so easy t' please." 

"I din't reckon on marriage," said William. 

"Tbee'll marry," said Alice. "Tbee likes to bave 
thy victuals bot and comfortable; and there^s noane 
many bat a wife as ^11 look after tbat for t^ please 
thee." , 

"I know wbo could please me," sighed forth 
William. "But I can't please her." 

Alice looked sharply at bim £rom over her spec- 






taeles^ whicb she had ptit on, the better to think 
aboüt the disposal of her propertj, 

"Thee art thinking on our Ilesäter," said Bhe, 
plainly out. 

Ke Started a little, but looked up at her and met 
her eje, 

"Hester cares noane for me," said he^ dejectedly. 
Bide a while, my lad/^ said Alice , kindlj. 
Toimg women don^t alwaya know their own mitids. 
ee and her would mak© a marriage after my own 
leart; and the Lard has heen veiy good to nie hitherto, 
and I tliink He Ml bring; it t' pasß. But don't thee 
let on a» thee carei for her so miich. I Bometimes 
iMitk she wearies q- thy looks and Üiy ways; show up 
y manly heart, and make as though thee had nmch 
e to think on, and no leisnre for to da w die after 
and shell think a deal more on thee. And now 
iend thj pen for a fresh start, I give and beqneath^ 
— did thee put ^glve and bequeath,' at th^ be- 

^^Naj/' said William, looking back. "Thee didst 
not teil me *give and bec|Ucath!'" 

"Tben it won t be legal, and tny bit o' furniture 
^U be taken to London, and piit into Chancery^ and 
Heater wiU have noane on it." 

'*I can write it over," said William. 

**Well, write it clear then, and put a line under 
jt, to fihow those are my special words* Hast thee 
dono it? Then now stai-t afresh. I give and beqneath 
y book o* sermonä aa is boand in good callskm, and 

on the third shelf o' comer cup-board at the right 
;iid o* t^ fire-place, to Philip Hepbnm; for I recken 
lie*s as fond o* raading sermons as thee art o* lig;ht^ 
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well-boiled paste, and I^d be glad for each on ye to 
have somewhat ye like, for to remember me by, Is 
that down? There; now for my coosins John and 
Jeremiah. They are rieh i' world's gear, but tbey'U 
prize what I leave 'em, if I could only onbetbink me 
wbat tbey would like. Hearken! Is na' tbat our 
Hester's step? Put it away, quick! Tm noane for 
grieving her wi' telling her what IVe been about. 
We '11 take a tum at t' will next First Day; it will 
serve us for several Sabbaths to come, and maybe 1 
can think on something as will suit cousin John and 
Cousin Jeremiah, afore then." 

Hester, as was mentioned, paused a minute or two 
before lifting the latch of the door. When she entered 
there was no unusual sign of writing about; only Will 
Goulson looking very red, and crushing and smeUing 
at the geranium leaf. 

Hester came in briskly, with the little stock of 
enforced cheerfulness she Lad stopped at the door to 
acquire. But it faded away along with the faint flosh 
of coloui' in her cheeks; and the mother's quick eye 
immediately noted the wan heavy look of care. 

"I have kept t' pot in th' oven; it '11 have a'most 
got a' t' goodness out of t' tea by now, for it '11 be an 
hour since I made it. Poor lass, thou look'st as if 
thou needed a good cup o' tea. It were dree work 
sitting wi' Betsy Darley, were it? And how does she 
look on her affliction?" 

"She takes it sore to heart," said Hester, taking 
off her hat, and folding and smoothing away her 
cloak, before putting them in the great oak ehest (or 
"ark," as it was called), in which they were laid firom 
Sunday to Sunday. 
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As sLe opened the lid a sweot seent of dried 
IV ender and rose-leaves eame out, William ötepped 
itüy forwaidfl to hold up tlie hea\^ lid for her. 
She lifted up her head, looked at hjm füll with 
her ser^ne ©yes, and thankcd him for his little semce. 
Then she took a creepie-stool and säte down on the 
side of tlie fire-plaeej baving her back to the window. 
The hearth was of the saine spotleas whitenefla aa 
the Steps ^ all that was black ab out the grate wa« 
polished to tHe utmost extent; all that was of hrass^ 
üke the handle of the oren^ was bumished bright 
Her mother place d the little black earthenware teapot, 
in which the tea had been atewing, on the table, 
where caps and saucers were already aet for four, and 
a large plate of bread aud butter cut. Then tliej eate 
around the table, bowed their heads, and kept silence 
it a minute or two- 

üVhen tbis grace was endod, and they were ab out 
to begin, Alice said» as if without premeditation, but 
in reality with a keen sbrinking of heart out of sjm- 
patbj with her child — 

*'*Phiiip would have been in to his tea by now, I 
reckon, if he'd been Coming/* 

William looked up suddenly at He st er; her taotber 
carefully turned her head another way. But she an- 
gwered quite quietly, 

"He *11 be gone to his aimt's at Haytersbank, I 
met him at t' top o' th' Brow, with Im cousin and 
Molly Corney/* 

"^He*8 a deal there," said William. 
**Yes," said Hefter. **Ifs likely; him and hie 
aont come from Carlisle-way, and must needs cling 
togeiher in these stränge parta." 
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"I saw him at the burying of yon Darley," said 
William. 

"It were a vast o' people went past th' entry end," 
said Alice. "It were a'most like election time; I were 
just come back fra' meeting when they were all going 
up th' church Steps. I met yon sailor as, they say, 
used violence and did murder; he looked like a ghost, 
though .whether it were his bodily wounds, or the 
sense of his sins stirring within him, it's not for me to 
say. And by the time I was back here and settled 
to my Bible, t' folk were retuming, and it were tramp, 
tramp, past th' entry end for better nor a qnarter of 
an hour." 

"They say Banraid has getten slugs and gan-shot 
in his side," said Hester. 

"He's never one Charley Kinraid, for sure, as I 
knowed at Newcastle," said William Goulson, roused 
to sudden and energetic curiosity. 

"I don't know," replied Hester; "they call him 
just Kinraid; and Betsy Darley says he's th' most 
daring specksioneer of all that go off this coast to th' 
Greenland seas. But he's been in Newcastle, for I 
mind me she said her poor brother met with him 
there." 

"How didst thee come to know him?" inqoired 
Alice. 

"I cannot abide him if it is Charley," said William. 
"He kept Company with my poor sister as is dead 
for better nor two year, and then he left off coming to 
see her and went wi' another girl, and it just broke 
her heart." 

"He doant look now as if he iver could play at 
that game again," said Alice, "he has had a waming 
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fira' the Lord. Whether it be a call no one can teil. 
Bnt to mj eyne he looks as if he had been called, and 
was going." 

"Then he'll meet my sister," said William solemnly; 
''and I hope the Lord will make it clear to him, then, 
how he killed her, as sure as he shot down jon sailors; 
an' if there's a gnashing o' teeth for murder i' that 
other place, I reckon he'll have his share on't. He's a 
bad man, yon." 

"Betsy said he were such a friend to her brother 
aa never was; and he's sent her word and promised to 
go and See her, first place he goes out to." 

But William only shook his head, and repeated his 
last words, — 

"He's a bad man, he is." 

When Philip came home that Sunday night, he 
fonnd only Alice up to receive him. The usual bed- 
time in the household was nine o'clock, and it was but 
ten minutes past the hour; but Alice looked displeased 
and Stern. 

**Thee art late, lad," said she, shortly. 
**I'm sorry; it's a long way from my uncle's, and 
I think clocks are different," said he, taking out his 
watch to compare it with the round moon's face that 
told the time to Alice. 

**I know nought about thy uncle's, but thee art 
late. Take thy candle, and begone." 

If Alice made any reply to Philip's "good-night," 
be did not hear it. 
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CHAPTEE VIIL 

Attraction and Repulsion. 



A FOBTNiGHT Lad passed over and winter was ad- 
vancing with rapid stndes. In bleak northem farm- 
steads there was mach to be done before November 
weather sbould make the roads too heavy for half-fed 
horses to pull carts through. There was the turf, 
pared up on the distant moors, and left out to drj, to 
be carried home and stacked; the brown fem was to be 
stored up ^or winter bedding for the cattle; for straw 
was scarce and dear in those parts; even for thatching 
heather (or rather ling) was used. Then there was 
meat to salt while it could be had; for, in defaalt of 
tumips and mangoldwurzel, there was a great slaugh- 
tering of harren cows as soon as the summer herbage 
failed; and good housewives stored up their Christmas 
piece of beef in pickle before Martinmas was over. 
Com was to be ground while yet it could be carried to 
the distant mill; the great racks for oat-cake, that 
swung at the top of the kitchen, had to be filled. And 
last of call came the pig-killing, when the second frost 
set in. For up in the north there is an idea that the 
ice stored in the first frost will melt, and the meat 
cured then taint; the first frost is good for nothing bat 
to be thrown away, as they express it 

There came a breathing-time after this last event 
The house had had its last autumn cleaning, and was 
neat and bright from top to bottom, from one end to 
another. The turf was led; the coal carted up from 
Monkshaven; the wood stored; the com ground; the 
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pig Jdlled, and the hams and head atid hands lying in 
salt. The butclier Iiad been ^lad to take the best 
parts of a pig of Dame Eobson*s carefal feeding; bnfe 
ihere was nniisual plenty in tbe Hayterabank pantrj; 
and BS Bell surv^eyed it one morning, she said to her 
hasband — 

'T vonder if yon poor siek ehap at Moss Brow 
would fanej some 0* mj sausages* Thej're Bomething 
to craek on, for they are made fra* an old Cumberland 
receipt, as is not known T Yorkshire jet." 

••^Thoa's allays so set üpo"" Ctimberland wayaT* said 
her husband, not diapleased with the Suggestion how- 
ever. "Still, when fülk^s sick they han their fancies, 
and nrnybe XinraidUl be glad o' thy sansages. I ha^ 
Icnown iick folk take t* eating snails»" 

This was not complimentary, perhape. Ent Daniel 
went on to say that he did not mind if he stepped 
over with the sausages himself, when it was too late 
to do anytiiing eise. Sylvia longed to off er to accom- 
pBXky her f'ather; but, somehow, ehe did not like to 
propose it. Towards dusk she came to her mother to 
ask for tho key of the great bnreau that stood in the 
honsa-place as a State piece of fumiture, althougb itB 
tise was to contain the family's best wearing apparel, 
and storea of linen, such as might be supposed to be 
more needed upstairs. 

*What for do yo' want my keya?" asked Bell 
"Only just to get out ane öf t* damask napkins,*' 
*The best napkins, aa my mother Span?'' 
**Ye&!'* said Sylvia^ her colour heightening. **I 
botagbt as how it would aet off tb^ sausages." 

'*A good de an homespnn cloth will senre them 
etter,'* said Bell, wondering in her own mind what 
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was come over the girl, to be thinking of setting off 
sausages tbat were to be eaten, not to be looked at 
like a picture-book. Sbe migbt have wondered still 
more, if sbe bad seen Sylvia steal round to the little 
flower border sbe bad persuaded Kester to make ander 
tbe wall at tbe sunny side of tbe boose, and gatber the 
two or tbree Micbaelmas daisies, and tbe one bud of 
tbe China rose, tbat, growing against the kitchen 
chimney, bad escaped tbe frost: and then, when her 
motber was not looking, softly open the cloth inside of 
the little basket tbat contained the sausages and a 
firesh egg or two, and lay her autumn blossoms in one 
of the folds of tbe towel. 

After Daniel, now pretty clear of bis rheumatism, 
bad bad bis afternoon meal — (tea was a Sunday treat) 
— he prepared to set out on bis walk to Moss Brow; 
but as he was taking bis stick he caught the look on 
Sylvia's face, and unconsciously interpreted its domb 
wistfulness. 

^^Missus,'' Said he, ^^V wench has nought more t^ 
do has sbe? She may as well put on her cloak and step 
down wi' me, and see Molly a bit; she'U be Company 
like," 

Bell considered. 

^^Tbere's t' yam for thy stockings as is yet t' spin; 
but she can go, for I'll do a bit at 't myseF, and thare^B 
nought eise agate.'' 

^'Put on thy things in a jiffy, then, and let's be 
off,'' Said Daniel. 

And Sylvia did not nced another word. Down she 
came in a twinkling, dressed in her new red cloak and 
hood, her face peeping out of the folds of the latter, 
bright and Uushing. 
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"Thou abould'flt na' ha' ptit on tby new cloak for 
a nigbt walk to Mose Brow/' said Bell, shaking her 
IieadL 

**SliaU I go take it off, and put on my shawl?" 
a^ked Sylvia, a little dolefally, 

"Na, na, come along! a*m noane going for t' wait 
Q^ wom€]i'8 chops and chan^es^ Gome along; come, 
LasBie" (tbis last to his dog). 

Bo Sylvia set off witb a dancing heart and a dan- 
Step, that had to be restrained to the sober gait 
father cbose, The sky above was briglit and clear 
with the light of a thougand stars, the grass was crisping 
tinder their feet with the coraing hoar frost; and as 
they mounted to the higher ground thoy could see the 
k aea stretching away fax below them, The night 
very still, though now and then crisp sonn da in the 
[istant air aoünded very near in the silence. Sylvia 
carried the basket, and lookcd like little Red Ei ding 
Hood* Her father had nothing to Eay, and did tiot 
care to make himaelf agreeahlej but Sylvia enjoyed 
her own thougbts, and any conversation would have 
been a diaturhance to her. The long moootonons roll 
of the distant waves, as the tide bore them in, the 
multitTidinons nish at last, and then the retreatmg 
rattle and trickle, as the baffled waters feil ha<;k over 
the shingle that skirted the aands, and divided them 
iroui the cBffs; her father ^s measured txead and slow, 
even movement, Laasie's pattering — all lulled Sylvia 
ijito a reverie, of wbich she could not have given her- 
seif any definite account. Biit at length they arrived 
at 3I08S Brow, and with a audden aigb she quitted the 
eubjects of her dreamy meditationa, and foUowed her 
fj&iher into the great houBe-place. It had a more com- 
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fortable aspect by night tban by day. Tbe fire was 
always kept up to a wasteful size, and the dancing 
blaze and tbe partial ligbt of candles left mucb in 
sbadow tbat was best ignored in sucb a disorderly 
family. But there was always a warm welcome to friends, 
bowever rougbly given; and after tbe words of this 
were spoken tbe next rose up equally natnrally in the 
mind of Mrs. Comey. 

"And what will ye take? Eh! but t' measter '11 
be fine and vexed at your comin' when he's away. 
He's off to Homcastle t' seil some colts, and hell not 
be back tili to-morrow's night. But here's Charley Kin- 
raid as weVe getten to nurse up a bit, an' t' lads '11 
be back fra' Monkshaven in a crack o' no time." 

All this was addressed to Daniel, to whom ehe 
knew that none but masculine Company would be ac- 
ceptable. Amongst uneducated people — whose ränge 
of subjects and interests do not extend beyond their 
daily üfe — it is natural that when the first blush and 
hurry of youth is over, there should be no great plea- 
sure in the conversation of the other sex. Men have 
plenty to say to men, which in their estimation (gained 
from tradition and experience) women cannot under- 
stand; and farmers of a much later date than the one 
of which I am writing, would have contemptuously 
considered it as a loss of time to talk to women; in- 
deed, they were often more communicative to the sheep- 
dog that accompanied them through all the day's work, 
and frequently became a sort of dumb confidant. 
Farmer Robson's Lassie now lay down at her master's 
feet, placed her nose between her paws, and watched 
with attentive eyes the preparations going on for re- 
freshments, preparations which, to the disappointment 
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of her canme beart, «onslsted emtirelj of tumbleiB &nd 

**"Wier«-B t* wench?'' said Kobson, after he had 

sbaken hands witk Kinraid, and spoken a few words 

Mm and to Mrs» Comej^. "She*a getten' a basket 

r gausages in ^em, as mj missuä haa made, and she^s 

a rare band at sausages; tbere's eoatie like h^r in a* 

the tbree Eicling^s^ 111 be bouiid!" 

For Daniel could praige bis wife^s powers in her 
absencej tbongh he did not often express himself in an 
appreciative raaaiier wten she was bj to hear, But 
Sylvia' 8 quiek sense caught up the manner ia which 
"S. Comey wonld apply the waj in wbieb her mother's 
lODsewifary had been exalted, and stepp ing forwards 
out of the fibadow, fihe gaid, — 

"Mother thought, maybe, jou hadn*t killed a pig 
yet, and sausages m alwaya a bit savoary for any one 
ho is na' well, and — " 
She migbt bave gone on bat tbat she cangbfc Kin- 
Yaid'ö eyes looking at her with kindly admiration* 
She stopped speaking and Mrs. Corney took up the 
Word — 

'*As for sauaagesj I ha* niver had a chance this 

year, eise I stand against any one for t' making of 

*eiii, Yorksbire hams's a rast thought on^ and Fll niyer 

let another county woman say as she can make better 

.usagea nor nie. Bat, as Tm saying, I'd niver a 

lance^ for our pig, as I were sa fond on, and fed 

ljael\ and as wonld ha' been fonrteeo stone by now 

he were an ounce, and as knew me as well aä any 

ristian, and a pig, ae I may say, that I just idolized^ 

t and took a fit a week after Michael maß Day, and 

^ as jf it had been to spite me[; and t' next k na' 
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ready far killiag'j nor waima be this six week. So I'm 
much beholden to your missus, and so's Charley, Tm 
BWCf5 ; though he^s ta'eu a tum to bettering sin"" he came 
out here to be rnirsed." 

"roi a deal better/' said Kinraid; "ahmest ready 
for t' press-gang to give chase to again*" 

"Bat folk aay they're gone off this coast for one 
while," added DanieL 

^'TheyVe gone down towarda Hnll, as IVe been 
told," Said Kinraid* ^^But thejVe a deep set, they'll 
be bere before we know where we are, some of these 
dajs;^ 

"See thee hereT* said Daniel, exhibiting his maimed 

hand; **a reckon 3 served them out time o't Amerikj 

war," And he began the story Sylvia knew eo well; 

for her father never made a new acquaintance but what 

he told him of his self-mntilation to escape the preas- 

, gang, It had been done, as be would himself bave 

1 owned, to epite himself aa well as them; for it had 

[nbliged him to leave a sea-life, to which^ in compari- 

eon, all life sjient on shore was worse thau nothing for 

[dulness, For Rübson had never reached that rank 

[Äboard ship which made bis being nnable to run np 

[the riggingj or to throw a barpoon, or to fire off a 

igun, of no great consequence ; so he had to be thankfnl 

[that an opportune legacy enabled him to tum farmer^ 

ja great degradatiou in bis opinion. But bis blood 

liranned, as he told the speckBioneer, towards a sailor, 

Iftud be pressed Kinraid to beguilo the time when he 

fwas eompelled to be asbore, by Coming over to see him 

Vat Haytersbank^ wbenever he feit inclined. 

Sylvia, appearing to listen to MoUy^s confidencea, 
was hearkening in reaüty to all this convereation be- 



Iwtan ber fatlier and the Specks lOBe er; and at tbi& in- 
vitation she becanie especiallj attentive, 

Kinraid repliedj — 

"Pm mucli obliged to ye, Fm sure; majbe I can 
come and spend an ev^mng wi* yon; but as soon as 
Fm got fonnd a hiij 1 must go see raj own people as 
Uve at Cullercoats, ncar Newcastle-upo^-Tyne." 

"Well, welir' Said Daniel, rising to take leave, 
Tfitli UBUBual prndeuee as tö the aniount of bis driok, 
**Tliou'lt see, tliou'lt seel I shali be main glad to see 
tbeCi if thönit come, But IVe na* lads to keep tbee 
Company, önly one sprig of a wencb. Sylvia, come 

IÄmj au' let's shew thee to tliifl young^ fellow!" 
Sylvia came forwards, ruddy as any rose, and in a 
loment Kinraid recognized ber as the pretty little girl 
e had seen crying ao bitterly over Darley'ä grave. 
Hc K>se np out of true ßailor's gallantry, as sbe sbyly 
approacbed and stood by ber fatlier^s side, scarcely 
datfng to lift her great soft eyes, to bave one fair 
gase at hia face. He bad to support bims elf by one 
baad rested on the dresser, but abe saw be iras lookiiig 
far better — yoimger, Icss baggard - — tban be bad 
ffeemed to her before, Kia face was sbort aJid eic- 
pressive; bis complexion bad been weatber-beaten and 
bPDozed, tbongb now be looked so pale; bis eyes and 
bair were dark, — tbe former quick ^ deep-setj and 
|j6öetrating; tbe bitter curly, and almoat in ringlets. 
HIs teeth gleamed white as be sraüed at ber, a pleasant 
iHendly smile of recoguitioo ; but ßbe only blusbed the 
deeper, and hung ber he ad. 

"Fll come^ 911*, and be tbankful. 1 dareaay a turn 
'ill do me good, if tbe weatber holds np, an tb' frost 
keeps on," 
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"That's rigbt, my lad,'* said Robson, shaking him 
bj tbe band, and tben Eanraid's band was beld ont to 
Sylvia, and sbe could not avoid tbe same friendlj 
action. 

Molly Comey foUowed ber to tbe door, and wben 
tbey were fab*ly outside, sbe beld Sylvia back for an 
instant to say, — 

"Is na' be a fine likely man? Fm so glad as 
youVe Seen bim, for be's to be off next week to New- 
castle and tbat neigbbonrbood." 

*'But be said be'd come to us some nigbt," asked 
Sylvia, balf in a frigbt. 

"Ay, m see as be does; never fear. For I sbonld 
like you for to know bim a bit. He's a rare talker. 
I'll mind bim o' Coming to you." 

Somebow, Sylvia feit as if tbis repeated promise of 
reminding Kinraid of bis promise to come and see ber 
fatber, took away part of tbe pleasore sbe bad antici- 
pated firom bis visit Yet wbat could be more natural 
tban tbat Molly Comey sbould wisb ber friend to be 
acquainted witb tbe man wbom Sylvia believed to be 
all but MoUy's engaged lover. 

Pondering tbese tbougbts, tbe walk bome was as 
silent as tbat going to Moss Brow bad been. Tbe 
only cbange seemed to be tbat now tbey faced tbe 
brilliant nortbem ligbts flasbing, up tbe sky, and tbat 
eitber tbis appearance or some of tbe wbaling narrations 
of Elinraid bad stirred up Daniel Kobson's recollections 
of a sea ditty, wbicb be kept singing to bimself in a 
low, unmusical voice, tbe bürden of wbicb was, "for I 
loyes tbe tossin' say!" Bell met tbem at tbe door. 

"Well, and bere ye are at bome again! and Pbilip 
bas been, Sylvia, to give tbee tby cipbering lesson; 
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and he stayed awhile, thinking- thou'd be comlng 
back." 

^I^m very soiry," iaid Sjlvia, more out of deferencö 
to her mother's tone of anEoyance, thaii because she 
herfielf cared either for her lesson or lier cousin^s dis- 
appomtment. 

^*He ^11 come a^ain to-morrow night, he says. But 
thou must take care, and mind the nigfats he says he *11 
eome, for it^s a long* way to come for nou^ht." 

Sylvia might have repeated her ^^I'm very sorry" 

' at this announcement of Philipps iutentions; but she 

' restrained herseif, inwardly and ferveatly boping that 

MoDy would not urg© the fulfilment of the speck- 

Bioneer'a promise for to-morrow night, for Pbilip's being 

there would spoil all; aod besides, if she eate at the 

dresser at her leseon, and Kinraid at the table with 

( her father, he might hear all, * and find out what a 

I dunce she was. 

She need not have been alraid. With the next 
night Hepburn came; and Kinraid did not. After a 
few words to her niother, Philip produced the candles 
ibe had promised, and some books and a quill or two. 

*What for haat thou broüght candles?" asked Bell, 
[in a half-affironted tone. 
Hepburn smiled. 

"Sylvia thought it would take a deal of eandle- 
llght, and was for making it into a reasou not to ieam. 
I should ha^ used t^ candles if Pd stayed at home, eo 
1 just brought them wi' nie/' 

*Then thou may^st just take them back again," 
tfiaid Bell shortly, blowing out that whicb he had 
^Üghted, and placing one of her own on the dresser 
inntead. 
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Sylvia caught her motber's look of displeasure, and 
it made her docile for the eyening, although she owed 
her Cousin a grudge for her enforced good behaviour. 

"Now, Sylvia, here's a copy-book wi' th' Tower o' 
London on it, and we '11 fiU it wi' as pretty writing as 
any in t' North Riding." 

Sylvia säte quite still, unenlivened by this prospect. 

"Here's a pen as '11 nearly write of itsel'," continued 
Philip, still trying to coax her out of her sullenness of 
manner. 

Then he arranged her in the right position. 

"Don't lay your head down on your left arm, you'U 
ne'er see to write straight." 

The attitude was changed, but not a word was 
spoken. Philip began to grow angry at such deter- 
mined dumbness. 

"Are you tired?" asked he, with a stränge mixtnre 
of crossness and tendemess. 

"Yes, very," was her reply. 

"But thou ought'st not to be tired," said Bell, who 
had not yet got over the offence to her hospitality; who, 
moreover, liked her nephew, and had, to boot, a great 
respect for the learning she had never acquired. 

"Mother!" said Sylvia, bursting out, "what's the 
use on my writing *Abednego,' *Abednego,' *Abednego,' 
all dow?i a page? If I could see t' use on 't, I'd ha' 
axed father to send me t' school; but I'm none wanting 
to have learning." 

"It's a fine thing, tho', is learning. My mother 
and my grandmother had it; but th' family came down 
i' the World, and Philip's mother and me, we had none 
of it; but I ha' set my heart on thy having it, child." 
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iö stiff," pleaded Sylvia j holdiDg up 

Iber Httte Land and shaking it. 
^ "Let US take a tum at spelling, tben/' said Philip. 
^ "Wliat*s t' ose on't?" asked captious Sjlvia, 
' "Why, it helps one i' reading^ au^ writing." 
'*Aiid wliat does reading and writing du for one?" 
Her mother gavß her another of the severe looka 
thal^ quiet wt>mim as ahe was, she coald oceasionallj 
beetüw upon the refractory, and Sjlvia took her book 
mä glanced down the columti Philip pointed out to 
her; but, as she juatlj coniidered, one man miglit 
point oat the task^ but twenty could not make her 
leam it, ü" she did not choose; and she sat herseli' 
düwn on the edge of the dresser, and idly gazed into 
the fire, Bnt her mother came round to look for some- 
thing in the drawers of the dresser, and as she passed 
her daughter sbe said in a low voice — 

^^Sylvle, be a good laas. I set a deal o' etore by 
learmng, and father 'ud never send tliee to school, as 
hm ßtUük by me sore." 

If Pliilip, sitting witli Ina back to tbem^ heard 
ihese Word 9, he was discreet enongh not to show that 
lie lieard> And he had bis reward: for in a very sbort 
tinie^ SyMfi stood before him with her book in her 
lirad, preparod to say her spelling. At which he also 
st(K»d up by iuBtinct^ and listeiied to her slow succtsed- 
10^ leitet'S; helping her out, when sbe lookcd uf at 
km witb a sweet childlikc perplexity in her face; for 
a fiunce as to book-learning poor Sylvia was and was 
iikely to remain^ and, in spite of bis assumed offiee of 
scböohnaater, Philip Hepbnm could almost have echoed 
ibe wordö of the lover of Jess MacFarlaüe — 



124 STLVIA*S LOVEBS. 

"I Bernd my love « letter, 

Bat, alu! stae eann« read , 
And I lo*e her a* the better.** 

Still he knew his aunt^s strong wish on the subject, 
and it was verj delightful to stand in the relation of 
teacher to so dear and pretty, if so wilful, a pupil. 

Perhaps it was not very flattering to notice Sylvia's 
great joy when her lessons were over, sadly shortened 
as they were by Philip's desire not to be too hard 
upon her. Sylvia danced round to her mother, bent 
her head back, and kissed her face, and then said de- 
fyingly to Philip, 

"If iver I write thee a letter it shall just be füll of 
nothing but 'Abednego! Abednego! Abeiiego!'" 

But at this moment her father came in from a 
distant expedition on the moors, with Kester, to lock 
after the sheep he had pasturing there before the winter 
set fairly in. He was tired, and so was Lassie, and 
so, too, was Kester, who, lifling his heavy legs one 
after the other, and smoothing down his hair, followed 
his master into the house-place, and seating himself on 
a bench at the farther end of the dresser, patiently 
awaited the supper of porridge and milk which he 
shared with his master. Sylvia, meanwhile, coaxed 
Lassie — poor footsore dog — to her side, and gave 
her some food, which the creature was almost too tired 
to eat. Philip made as though he would be going, 
but Daniel motioned to him to be quiet. 

**Sit thee down, lad. As sopn as IVe had my 
victual, I want t' hear a bit o' news." 

Sylvia took her sewing and sat at the little round 
'table by her mother, sharing the light of the scanty 
dip-candle. No one spoke. Every one was absorbed 
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what tliey were doing, What Philip waa doing 
^as, gazing- at Sylvia — learnmg lier face off by 
heaxt. 

When every scrap of porridge was cleared out of 

the mighty bowl^ Kester yawnedf and wisliing gooä- 

mgtt^ witLdrew to his loft over the cewLouse. Then 

Philip pulle d out the weekly York paper, and begau 

read the latest accounts of the war then raging. 

bis was giyrng Daniel one of liia greatest pleasures; 

r thougli he could read pretty well, yet the double 

fort of reading and understanding what he read waa 

alinost too mucb. for bim. He could read, or lie could 

uudeFStand wbat was read aload to him; reading was 

no pleasurCj bat listeuing was. 

Besides, he had a true John Bullish intereat in the 
war, without yery well knowing what tlie Euglish were 
fightiiig for- But io thoae days, so long as they fought 
the French for any cause ^ or for no cause at all, erery 
tme patriot was satisfied. Sylvia and her mother did 
^^at care for any sucli fai-extended interests; a little bit 
^^pf York news, the stealing of a few apples out of a 
^Bbcarborough garden that they knew, waa of far more 
^Huiterest to tUem than all tbe battles of Nelson and the 
^KoTth. 
^V Philip read in a high-pitched and unnatural tone 
of voiee, whieh deprived the words of their reality ; for 
even familiär expressiong ean become unfamiliar and 
convey no ideas, if the utterance ia forced or affected, 
Philip was somewhat of a pedant; yet there was a 
simplicity in his pedantry not always to be met with 
those who are self-taugLt, and which might have 
ttarested any one who cared to know with what labour 
aad difficulty he had acquired the knowledge which 
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now he prized so highly, reading out Latin quotations 
as easily as if thej were English, and taking a plea- 
sure in rolling poljsyllables, until all at once looking 
askance at Sylvia, he saw that her head had fallen 
back, her pretty rosj lips open, her eyes fast shat; in 
Short, she was asleep. 

"Ay," Said Farmer Robson, "and t' reading has 
a'most sent me off. Mother'd look angry now if I was 
to teil yo' yo' had a right to a kiss; but when I was 
a young man I^d ha' kissed a pretty girl as I saw 
asleep, afore yo'd said Jack Robison/' 

Philip trembled at these words, and looked at bis 
aunt. She gave him no enconragement, standing np, 
and making as thongh she had never heard her hus- 
band's speech, by extending her band, and wishing 
him "good-night." At the noise of the chairs moving 
over the flag floor, Sylvia started up, confosed and 
annoyed at her father's laughter. 

"Ay, lass; it's ever a good time to fall asleep when 
a young fellow is by. Here's Philip here as thou'rt 
boond t' give a pair o' gloves to." 

Sylvia went like fire; she tomed to her mother to 
read her face. 

"It's only father's joke, lass," said she. "Philip 
knows manners too well." 

"He'd better," said Sylvia, flaming round at him. 
"If he'd a touched me, I'd never ha' spokan to him 
no more." And she looked even as it was, as if ahe 
was far jfrom forgiving him. 

"Hoots, lass! wenches are bronght np sa mim, 
now-a-days; i' my time they'd ha' thought na' sooh 
great barm of a kiss." 
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**Good-iiiglit^ Philip/' Said Bell Bobson, thlnking 
khe convergatioQ unseemlj. 

"Good-night, aunt, good-niglit, Sjlvial" But 8^1- 

|ria turne d Lei* back on bini^ and he eould hardlj say 

^good-ajght" to Bfiniel^ who had eaiiüed guch an uri- 

ideasant end to an evening that had at one time been 

^oiug QU Bo well. 



CHAPTER rX. 

Tbfl Specks [otiaer. 

A FEW dajB after, Farmer Robson left Haytersbank 
betimes on a longish day'ö joumej, to purchase a horBe. 
Sylvia and lier mother were busied with a hundred 
boia;96liold thiugs » and the early winter^s evening closed 
npon them almost before thej were aware. The 
onsequences of darkness in the countiy even now are 
gather the members of a faraily together into one 
»om, and t^ make them settle to some aedeutary em- 
plojment; and it was miich more the cane at the per! od 
of mj Btoiy when candles wero far dearer than they 
AT« at present^ and when one was often made to suiTdce 
for a large family. 

The mother and daughter hardly öpoke at aU when 
~ sat down at last. The cheerful click of the 

ittitjg-needles made a pleasant home-sonnd; and in 
; oceasiouai snatches of slumber that overcame her 
jther, Sylvia could hear the long-mBliing boom of 
waves, down below the roeks, ibr the HayterBbank 
iej allowed tho sullen roar to come up so far iu- 
It might have been abont eight oVlook — thougb 
d^ tfae monotonoM icourae of the «vening it ^eeraed 



128 sylvia's lovers. 

mucli later — when Sylvia heard her father's heavy 
Step cranching down the pebbly path. More unusnal, 
she heard his voice talking to some companion. 

Curious to see who it could be, with a lively in- 
stinctive advance towards any event which might break 
the monotony she had begiin to find somewhat dull, 
she sprang up to open the door. Half a glance into 
the gray darkness outside made her suddenly timid, 
and she drew back behind the door, as she opened it 
wide to admit her father and Kinraid. 

Daniel Eobson came in bright and boisteroas. He 
was pleased with his purchase, and had had some 
drink to celebrate his bargain. He had ridden the 
new mare into Monkshaven, and left her at the smithy 
there until moming, to have her feet looked at, and to 
be new shod. On his way from the town he had met 
Kinraid wandering about in search of Haytersbank 
Farm itself , so he had just brought him along with 
him; and here they were, ready for bread and cheese, 
and aught eise the mistress would set before them. 

To Sylvia the sudden change into brightness and 
bustle occasioned by the entrance of her father and 
the specksioneer was like that which you may efPect 
any winter's night, when you come into a room where 
a great lump of coal lies hot and slumbering on the 
fire; just break it up with a judicious blow from the 
poker, and the room, late so dark, and dusk, and lone, 
is füll of life, and light, and warmth. 

She moved about with pretty household briskness 
attending to all her father's wants. Eanraid's eye 
watched her as she went backwards and forwards, to 
and fro, into the pantry, the back-kitchen, out of light 
into shade^ out of the shadow into the broad firelight 
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^Lere he cotüd see nnä note her appearance, 
wrore th6! bigli*er«wii&d Un^n cap of that day^ sur- 
moiinfiii^ lier lovcly inasses of g-olden brown hair, 
rather tUan cotaceaÜn^ theiiij and tied firm to her liead 
hy a bröad blue ribbon. A long ciirl Limg down on 
?acli side of lier uock — lier throat ratber, for hör neck 
was coneealed by a little spotted handkerchief care- 
fiillj pinned across, at the waist of her brown stitff 

How weH it waa, thonght the joang girl, that she 
bad doffed her bed-g^own, and linsej-woolsej petticoat^ 
Uer workiüf^-drcsfti and made lierself smart in her stuff 
gown, wheii ahe säte down to work with her mother. 

By the time she could Bit down agaioj her father 
and Kinraid had their glasses filled^ and wero talking 
*>f the relatij^e merit^ of variouii kinds of spirits; that 
led on to tales of smuggliQg*^ and the difierent contri- 
i^nnees by which tbey or their friends had eluded the 
preventive serviee; the nightly rclaya of men to carry 
ihe goods Inland; the kegs of brandy found by certain 
rarmers whose horses bad gone so far in the night, 
that tbey could do no work the next day; tho clever 
wmy in which certain women managed to bring in pro- 
lubiled goods; in fact, that wben a woman did give 
mind to smuggling^ she was more füll of resources, 
bd tricks, and impudence^ and energy, than any man, 
There was no question of tbo raorality of the affabr; 
»e of the grc5atest signs of the real progress we have 
»de Bmce those times seems to be that our daily 
tkcemfi of huying and Delling» eating and drinking, 
liatsoever we do, are moro tested by the real practica! 
jltaiidard of our religion than tbey wei-e in the days of 
grandfatbers. Neither Sylvia nor her motber was 
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in advance of their age. Both listened with admiration 
to the ingenious devices, and acted as well as spoken 
lies, that were talked about as fine and spirited things. 
Yet if Sylvia had attempted one tithe of this deceit in 
her everyday life, it would have half broken her 
mother^s heart. But when the duty on salt was strictly 
and cruelly enforced, making it penal to pick np 
rough dirty lumps containing small quantities that 
might be thrown out with the ashes of the brine-houses 
on the high-roads; when the price of this necessary 
was so increased by the tax upon it as to make it 
an expensive, sometimes an unattainable, Inxniy to 
the working man, Government did more to demoralise 
the populär sense of rectitude and uprightness, than 
heaps of sermons could undo. And the same, though 
in smaller measure, was the consequence o^ many other 
taxes. It may seem curious to trace up the populär 
Standard of truth to taxation ; but I do not think the 
idea would be so very far-fetched. 

From smuggling adventures, it was easy to pass 
on to stories of what had happened to Eobson, in his 
youth a sailor in the Greenland seas, and to Kinraid, 
now one of the best harpooners in any whaler that 
sailed off the coast. 

"There's three things to be afeard on," said Robson, 
authoritatively: "there's the ice, that's bad; there^s 
dirty weather, that's worse; and there's whales their- 
selves, as is t' worst of all; leastways, they was in my 
day; t' damed brutes may ha' lamt better manner sin'. 
When I were young, they could never be got to let 
theirsels be harpooned wi'out floundering and making 
play wi' their tails and their fins, tili t' sea were all 
in a foam, and t' boats' crews was all o'er wi' spray,' 
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^'^Th* wiiales hasn't raended tlicir maTiiier&, as you 
tall it," Said Klnraid; ^^but t* ice is not ta he spoken 
li^btly on, I were onco in th^ sliip Jahuy of Hüll, and 
W6 were in good green water, and were keen after 
wliales'^ and no'cr thought härm of a grcat gTKj iceberg^ 
M were on onv lee-bow, a mile or so ofi'; it looked as 
If it had been tbere from tbc days of Adam, and were 
likely to see th* last man out, and it ne*er a bit bi^g^er 
mt smaller in all tbem tbonsands and thousaodä o* 
year». Well, tke fast-boats were ont after a fish, and 
I were apecksioneer in one; and we were so keen after 
captnriii^ out wliale, that none nn us ever gaw tbat we 
were drifting away from thcm ri^ht into deep sbadow 
o' tk^ iceberg. Biit wo were set upon t>ur wbale, and 
I harpooned it; and as so ob as it were dead we las h cd 
its fins togetber, and fastened ita tail to our boat; and 
tlien we took breath and lookrd ab out ns, and away 
from TIS a little spaee were th^ other boats, wi^ two 
*>ther fish making play, and ae likely ae not to break 
loosc, for I may say aa I were tb* best barpooner on 
board the JoJm^ wi^out say in g g-reat things o^ myser. 
So I says, *My lads, one o"" you ätay i^ tb^ boat by tbis 
fish/ — the fins o* whicb, aa I saidj Td reeved a rope 
ihrough myael\ and which was as dead as Noah's 
gTÄndiatber^'and th' rest on ns shall go off and belp 
th' other boats wi' their fish." For, you see^ we had 
anolber boat close by in order to sweep tb* fish. (I 
iuppose they swept fish i' your time^ master?)" 

**Ay, ayl" said Robson; '^one boat lies still hold ing 
f end o* th' line; t^ otlier makes a cireuit ronnd t' 
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"Well! luckily for us we had our second boat, for 
we all got into it, ne'er a man on us was left i' the 
fast-boat. And says I, *But who's to stay by t' dead 
fish?' And no man answered, for they were all as 
keen as me for to go and help our mates; and we 
tbought as we could come back to our dead fish, as 
had a boat for a buoy, once we had helped our mate. 
So off we rowed, every man Jack on us, out o' the 
black shadow o' th' iceberg, as looked as steady as 
t' pole-star. Well! we had na' been a dozen fathoms 
away fra' th' boat as we had left, when crash! down 
wi' a roaring noise, and then a gulp of the deep 
waters, and then a shower o' blinding spray; and when 
we had wiped our eyes clear, and getten our hearts 
down again fra' our mouths, there were never a boat 
nor a glittering belly o' e'er a great whale to be seen; 
but t' iceberg were there, still and grim, as if a hundred 
ton or more had fallen off all in a mass, and cruahed 
down boat, and fish, and all, into th' deep water, as 
goes half through the earth in them latitudes. Th' 
coal-miners round about Newcastle way may come apon 
our good boat if they mine deep enough, eise ne'er 
another man will see her. And I left as good a clasp- 
knife in her as ever I clapt eyeß on." 

"But what a mercy no man stayed in her," said 
BeU. 

"Why, mistress, I reckon we a' must die some 
way; and I'd as soon go down into the deep waters, 
as be choked up wi' moulds." 

"But it must be so cold," said Sylvia, shuddering 
and giving a little poke to the fire to warm her fancy. 

"Cold!" said her father, "what do ye stay-at- 
homes know about cold, a should like to know. If 
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ye'd been where a were once, north latitude 81, in 

fmch a fiwst as je' ha^ never known, no, not T deep 

winter, and it were Jone i' them seas, and a whale V 

night, and a were off in a boat afber her; an^ t^ ill- 

mannered brate, as soon as she were harpooned, ups 

wi' her big awkward tail, and Struck t' boat i' her 

Btem, and chncks me out int' t' water. That were 

eold, a can teU theM First, I smarted all ower me, as 

if my skin were suddenly stript off me; and next, 

every bone i' my body had getten t' toothache, and 

thcre were a great roar i' my ears, an' a great dizziness 

i' my eyes; an' t' boat's crew kept throwing out their 

oars, an' a kept clutching at 'em, but a could na' 

make out where they was, my eyes dazzled so wi' t' 

cold, an' I thought I were bound for *kingdom come,' 

an' a tried to remember t' Creed as a might die a 

CSirisdan. But all a could think on was, *What is 

yoni name, M or N?' an' just as a were giving up 

both words and life, they heerd me aboard. But, bless 

ye, they had but one oar; for they'd thrown a' t' others 

after me; so, yo' may reckon^ it were some time afore 

we could reach t' ship; an', a've heerd teil, a were a 

preeions sight to look on, for my clothes was just hard 

froaen to me, an' my hair a'most as big a lump o' ice 

M yon iceberg he was a-telling us on; they rubbed me 

as missus there were rubbing t' hams yesterday, and 

gav' me brandy; an' a ha' ne'er getten t' frost out o' 

my bones for a' their rubbin', and a deal o' brandy as 

I 'ave ta'en sin'. Talk o' cold! it's little yo' women 

knoim o' cold!" 

"But there's heat, too, i' some places," said Kinraid. 
"I was once a voyage i' an American. They goes for 
th' most part south, to where you come round to t' 
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cold again; and they'U stay there for three year at a 
time, if need be, going into winter harbour i' some o' 
th' Pacific Islands. Well, we were i' th' sonthem seas, 
a-seeking for good whaling-ground; and, close^on our 
larboard beam, there were a great wall o' ice, as much 
as sixty feet high. And says our captain — as were 
a dare-devil, if ever a man were — 'There'U be an 
opening in yon dark gray wall, and into that opening 
I'll sail, if I coast along it tili th' day o' judgment.* 
But, for all our sailing, we never seemed to come 
nearer to th' opening. The waters were rocking 
beneath us, and the sky were steady above ns, andth* 
ice rose out o' the waters, and seemed to reach np 
into the sky. We sailed on, and we sailed on, for 
more days nor I could count. Our captain were a 
Strange, wild man, but once he looked a little pale 
when he came upo' deck after his tum-in, and saw the 
green-gray ice going straight up on our beam. Many 
on US thought as the ship were bewitched for th' 
captain's words; and we got to speak low, and to say 
our prayers o' nights, and a kind o' duU silence came 
into th' very air; our voices did na' rightly seem our 
own. And we sailed on, and we sailed on. All at 
once, th' man as were on watch gave a cry: he saw a 
break in the ice, as we'd b^gun to think were ever^ 
lasting; and we all gathered towards the bows, and the 
captain called to th' man at the heim to keep her 
course, and cocked his head, and began to walk the 
quarter-deck jaunty again. And we came to a great 
cleft in th' long weary rock of ice; and the sides o' th' 
cleft were not jagged, but went straight sharp down 
into th' foaming waters. But we took but one look at 
what lay inside, for our captain, with a loud cry to 



God, bade tbe lielmsman steer nor'ards awaj fra' tb* 
mouth o* Hell. Wo all saw wV our own cyes, inside 
tLat fearsome wall o* ice — mventy mile long, aä we 
CüuM swear to ^ mside that gray, cold ice, caine 
^^leapmg dam es, all red and yellow wi? beal o^ eomc 
^HutieartMy kind, out o^ tL' very waters o' the sea; 
^Hjnaking our eyes dazzle wi^ tbeir acarlet blaze, thfit 
^Kifiljot up a@ high| nay^ bigber tban tb^ ice aroimd, yet 
^Huever 90 muc^b as a äbred on ^t was melted. Tbey did 
8äj tbat some beside oiir captain saw tbe black devils 
dart bitber and tbitber, (^nicker tban the very flames 
themselves ; anybow, hf^ saw tbein. And as he knew 

»it were bis own daring: as bad led bim to bare that 
peep st terroTs forbidden to any on m afore otir tirae, 
he Just dwined away, and we hadn't takeu but one 
whftle afore out captain died, and first mate took tb' 
com man d. It wcre a prosperous voyage, but, for all 
timt, rU never sali tboae seaa again, nor ever take 
wage aboard an American again.'' 

"Eb, dearl bat its awfUl t' tbink o' sitting wi' a 
man tbat has seen tb* doorway iiito hell," said Bell^ 
aghast. 

Sylvia bad dropped bcr work, and sat gazing at 
Kiiu'äiid witb fascinated wonder. 

Daniel waa just a little annoyed at tbe admiration 
which bis own wife and daugbter werc bestowing on 

Plhe Epeeksioneer's wonderfnl stories, and he said, 
^ **Ay, ay. If a*d beee a talker ^ ye^d ba' tbonght 
i deal more on me nor yeVe ever done yet. AVe seen 
lucb tbingg, and done auch tbings.'^ 
"Teil US, fatberl" said Sylvia, greedy and breath- 



*Some on *em is past telling,** he replied, '^ansome 
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is not to be had for t* asking, seeing as how they 
might bring a man into trouble. Bot, as a said, if a 
had a fancy to reveal all as is on my mind a could 
make t' hair on your heads lift up your caps — well, 
we'll say an inch, at least. Thy mother, lass, has 
heerd one or two on 'em. Thou mind^s the story o' 
my ride on a whale's back, Bell? That'U maybe be 
within this young fellow's comprehension o' th' danger; 
thou's heerd me teil it, hasn^t ta?" 

"Yes," Said Bell; "but it's a long time ago; when 
we was courting." 

^^An^ that^s afore this young lass were bom, as is 
a^most up to woman^s estate. But sin^ those days a 
ha' been o'er busy to teil stories to my wife, an' as 
a'U Warrant, she's forgetten it; an' as Sylvia here 
never heerd it, if ye'll fill your glass, Kinraid, ye shall 
ha' t' benefit o't. 

"A were a specksioneer mysel, though, after that, 
a rayther directed my talents int' t' smuggling branch 
o' my profession; but a were once a whaling aboord t' 
Aimwell of Whitby. An' we was anchored off t' coast 
o' Greenland one season; an' we had getten a cargo o' 
seven whale; but our captain he were a keen-eyed 
chap, an' ne'er above doing any man's work; an' once 
seeing a whale he throws himself int' a boat an' 
goes off to it, making signals to me, an' another 
specksioneer as were off for diversion i' another boat, 
for to come after him sharp. Well, afore we comes 
alongside, captain had harpooned t' fish; an' says he, 
'Now, Robson, all ready! give into her again when 
she comes to t' top,' an' I Stands up, right leg foremost, 
harpoon all ready, as soon as ever I catched a sight o* 
t' whale, but ne'er a fin could a see. 'Twere no 
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ffönder, for sbe were rigkt below t^ boat in which a 
were; and when ske wanted to rise^ whid does t' great 
uglj brate do but come ^n^ her head, an is Uke cant 
koQ^ up bang again t' bottom o' t' boat, 1 were 
thrown iip Iq t- air like a sbuttlecock^ me an' inj Ime 
aa' my barpoon — tip we g-oea^ tm^ many a g'Dod piece 
o' timber wi* iib, an^ many a good fei low too; but a 
had t* look after myser an* a were np big-b i' t' air^ 
afüre I could say Jack Robisoiii an' a tbowt a were 
siitc for anotber dive int* saut water; but i^atead a 
Cornea down plomp on t' back o' t' whale* Ajl yemay 
st^re, master, but tbere a werCn^ an' mala an' slippery 

were, only a sticke my harpoon intil ber an' »teadios 

leF, an* looks abroad o^er tLe vast o* waves, and 

-91 ck in a nianner, an^ pnts np a prayer as sbe 

h dive, and it were as good a prayer for wisbing 

miglit comc tme^ as ever t* clargyman an* t^ clerk 
toö putö up i* Müttksbaven cburcb. Well, a reckoe it 
wei^ beerd, for all a were in tbem north latitndes, for 
she keeps steady, an* a does my best for t* keep steady; 
an' ^deed a was too steady, for a wm fast wi' t' barpoon 
line, all knotted and tangled about me. T* captain^ 
be sbgs ont Ibr me to c«t it; bnt it's easy singin* out, 

4 ii*s noane m easy fumblin* for your knife i' t* 

cket o' yonr di^awera, wben jeVe t* hold bard wi* t' 
haud on t* back of a wbale^ swiraming fourteen 
an bour. At last a thinks to roysei' a can't get 
irm 0* t* line, and t* lioo is fast to t* harpoon, and t' 
h«fpoon is faBt to t* wbale; and t* wbale raay go down 
fttthoin« deep wbenever t* maggot stirs i* ber hoad; an* 
t' wrtter*ö cold, an' noane good for drownin* in; a can*t 
^et firee o* f line, and a canna' got my kuife oiit o' my 
breeehes* pocket thongb t' captain sbonld ca* it mutxny 
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to disobey Orders, and t' line 's fast to t' harpoon — 
let's see if t^ harpoon 's fast to t' whale. So a tugged, 
and a lugged, and t' whale didn't mistake it for ticklin', 
but she cocks up her tail, and throws out showers o' 
water as were ice or ever it touched me; bat a pulls 
on at t' shank, an' a were onlj afeard as she wouldn't 
keep at t' top wi' it sticking in her; but at last t' 
harpoon broke, an' just i' time, for a reckon she was 
near as tired o' me as a were on her, and down she 
went; an' a had hard work to make for t' boats as was 
near enough to catch me; for what wi' t' whale's being 
but slippery an' t' water bein' cold, an' me hampered 
wi' t' line an' t' piece o' harpoon, it's a chance, missus, 
as thou had stopped an oud maid." 

"Eh dear a' me!" said Bell, "how well I mind 
your telling me that tale! It were twenty-four year 
ago come October. I thought I never could think 
enough on a man as had rode on a whale's back!" 

"Yo' may leam t' way of winning t' women," said 
Daniel, winking at the specksioneer. 

And Ejnraid immediately looked at Sylvia. It 
was no premeditated action; it came as naturally as 
wakening in the moming when his sleep was ended; 
but Sylvia coloured as red as any rose at his sudden 
glance, — coloured so deeply that he looked away 
until he thought she had recovered her composure, and 
then he sat gazing at her again. Bat not for long, 
for Bell suddenly starting up did all but tum him out 
of the house. It was late, she said, and her master 
was tired, and they had a hard day before them next 
day; and it was keeping Ellen Comey up; and they 
had had enough to drink, — more than was good for 
them, she was sure, for they had both been taking her 
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with their storieR, which ahe had Leen foolisli enongh 
belieYe. No one saw tLe real motive of all thiis 
almost inhospitable Kaste to dismifis her g-uegt, how the 
sudden fear had taken possessioii of her that he and 
Ivia were "fancying each other.^* Kinraid had said 
xlj m the eyening tliat he had come to thawk her 
her kindiiess in sending the saueages^ as he iras 
'off to bis own bome near Kewcastle in a daj or two. 
Bat now he said^ in reply to Daniel Rohson, that he 
would Step in another night before long and hear some 
more of the old man^a yams. 

Daniel had just had enough drink to make him 
'Very good-temperd, or eise his wife would not have 
dared to have acted as she did; and this maudlin 
amiability took the shape of hospi table urgeney that 
Kinraid shonld corae aa oftcsn as he liked to Haytera- 
bank; come and make it bis home whcn he was in 
tbese parts; stay there altogether, and so on, tili 
Bell fairly shnt the outer door to, and locked it before 
the Bpocksioneer had well got out of the sbadow of 
tbeir roof. 

All night long Sylvia dreamed of hnming volcanoes 
spr inging ont of icy soutbern seas. Biit, as in the 
speeksioneer^s tale the flames were peopled witb demons, 
titere was no human interest for her in the wondrous 
seene in which sbe was no actor, only a spectator. 
With daylight camc wakening and little homely every- 
day wonders. Did Kinraid meaii that he was going 
away really, and entirely, or did he not? Was he 
MoUy Comey's sweetheart, or waa he not? When she 
had argaed herseif into certainty on one side, she snd- 
eiüy wheeled ab ont, and was jnst of the opposite 
Ibiob. Ät length she settled that it conld not be 
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settled until she saw Molly again; so, by a strong' 
gulping effort, she resolutely determined to think no 
more about him, only about the marvels he had told. 
She might think a little about them when she sat at 
night, spinning in silence by the household fire, or 
when she went out in the gloaming to call the cattle 
home to be milked, and sauntered back behind the 
patient, slow-gaited creatures; and at times on future 
summer days, when, as in the past, she took her knit- 
ting out for the sake of the fi:eshness of the faint sea- 
breeze, and dropping down from ledge to ledge of the 
rocks that faced the blue ocean, established herseif in 
a perilous nook that had been her haunt ever since 
her parents had come to Haytersbank Farm. From 
thence she had often seen the distant ships pass to 
and fro, with a certain sort of lazy pleasure in watch- 
ing their swift tranquillity of motion, but no thonght 
as to where they were bound to, or what stränge places 
they would penetrate to before they tumed again, 
homeward bound. 



CHAPTER X. 

A Refraotory Papil. 

Sylvia was still füll of the specksioneer and bis 
stories, when Hepbum eame up to give her the next 
lesson. But the prospect of a little sensible commen- 
dation for writing a whole page füll of flourishing 
"Abednegos/* had lost all the slight charm it had ever 
possessed. She was much more inclined to try and 
elicit some sympathy in her interest in the perils and 
adventures of the northem seas, than to bend aad 



control lier mind to the right formatiort of letters. 
Unwiselj eiiou^li, slie entleavoiared to repeat one of 
die narrativeö that she Lad h^ard from Kiuraid; and 
wheB she ibimd that Hepburn (if, iiideed, he did not 
look u|jüii the whole as a silly iiiveotion) considered it 
üuly as an interrüptinn to tbe real buaiaess in hand, 
to wh]ch hc would try to listen as patientlj as he 
could, in the hope of Sylvui'äi applymg hetaelf dili- 
gently to her copy-book when Ehe had cleared her 
mind, she contraeted her pretty lipa^ as if to check 
tbem from making" any further appeals for sympatkyj 
and aet ab out her writing-lessoo in a very rebelliouB 
frame of mind, only reatrained by her mother*a pre- 
sence from Bpoken mutiny. 

^* After all," said ehe, throwin^ down her pen, and 
opening and shntting her weary, cramped band, ^*I see 
riü good in tiring myself wi' leaming for t' write lettei-s 
when I'ec ne^er got one in a^ my life. Wliat for 
I ihotild I write answens, when there*s ne'er a one 
^^^rites to me? and if I bad one, I couldn't read it; 
^^Rt'g bad enotif^h wi' a book o' print as IVe ne'er scen 
^^pi'om, for there*s eure to be ne w-f angle d worda in*t. 
^■Tm sure I wish the man were faned who plagues bis 
hralns wi' ötriking out new words. Wby can't folks 
juft ha* a set on ^em for good and a'?" 

**Why! you'U be aflter using two or three hundred 
yoofser every day as you li?e, Sylvia; and yet I 
mu§t ase a great many as you never think on about 
th' sliop; üud th^ iblks in th' fields want their set, let 
alüne tbe high English that paraoas and lawyers 
fipeak." 

**WeU, ifs weary work is reading and writing. 
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Cannot you leam me something eise, if we mnst do 
lessons?" 

"There's sums — and geography," said Hepboni, 
slowly and gravely. 

"Geography!" said Sylvia, brightening, and per- 
haps not pronouncing the word quite correctly, '*I 
would like yoa to leam me geography. There^s a deal 
of places I want to hear all about.*' 

*^Well, m bring up a book and a map next time. 
But I can teil you something now. There's four 
quarters in the globe. 

"What's that?" asked Sylvia. 

"The globe is the earth; the place we live on." 

"60 on. Which quarter is Greenland?" 

"Greenland is no quarter. It is only a part of 
one. 

"Maybe it's a half quarter?" 

"No, not so much as that." 

"Half again?" 

"No!" he replied, smiling a little. 

She thought he was making it into a very small 
place in order to tease her; so she pouted a little, and 
then said, 

"Greenland is all the geography I want to know. 
Except, perhaps, York. Fd like to leam about York» 
because of t* races, and London, because King George 
lives there." 

"But if you leam geography at all, you must leam 
'bout all places: which of them is hot, and which is 
cold, and how many inhabitants is in each, and what^s 
the rivers, and which is the principal towns." 

"Fm sure, Sylvia, if Philip will leam thee all 
that, thoult be such a sight o^ knowledge as ne'er a 
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mie o' th' Prestons has been sin* my ^eat-grandfatber 
lost his property. I ehould be maie proud o' tliee; 
'twould aeem as if we was Prestons o* Slaideburu oace 

"IM do a deal to pleasure you, mammy; but weaiy 

befa^ ricliea ^nd land^ if folks that has them iß to 
kwrite 'Äbednegos* by the score, and to get hard words 

at' their braina, tili th^y work like bann, and end wi' 

racking ^em." 

Thi& seemed to be Sylvia^s last protest against 

eanuDg for tlic night, for after this ehe tumed docile, 
ftnd really took paina to nnderetand all that Plulip 
eould teach her, by means of the not nnskilfal, though 
rüde, map which he drew for her with a piece of 
charred wood on his aunt^s dreaser. He had asked 
his aiHit's leave beforß be|^inning^ what Sylvia called 
Ms "dirty workj" but by and-by evon she beeame a 
little interested in atarting &om a great black spot 
eailed Monkshaven, and in the shaping of land and 
aea aroimd that one centre. Sylvia held her round 
ehin in the palms of her hands, snpporting her elbowa 
on the dresser; looking down at the progreas of the 
rough drawing in general, but noiv and then glancing 
up at him with öudden inqmxy. All along he was 
not 00 mnch absorbed in his teaching as to be im- 
eoascious of her sweet proximity. She was in her 
best mood towards hlm^ neither mntinous nor saucy; 
And he was striving with all hia might to retain her 
Interestj speaking better thaa ever he had done before 
(euch brightneas did love call forthf) — understanding 
what tibe would care to hear and to know; wheu, in 
tlie middle of an attenipt at explaining the canae of 
the long polar days, of which ahe had heard from her 
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childhood, he feit tliat her attention was no longer 
his; that a discord had come in between their minds; 
that she had passed out of his power. This certainty 
of intuition lasted but for an instant: he had no time 
to wonder or to speculate as to what had affected her 
so adversely to his wishes before the door opened and 
Eonraid came in. Then Hepbom knew that she most 
have heard his Coming footsteps, and recognized them. 

He angrily stifPened himself up into coldness of 
demeanour. Almost to his surprise, Sylvia^s greeting 
to the new comer was as cold as his own. She stood 
rather behind him; so perhaps she did not see the 
hand which Eanraid stretched out towards her, for 
she did not place her own little palm in it, as she 
had done to Philip an hour ago. And she hardly 
spoke, but began to pore over the rough black map, 
as if seized with strong geographical curiosity, or de- 
termined to impress Philipps lesson deep on her me- 
mory. 

Still Philip was dismayed by seeing the warm 
welcome which Kinraid received from the master of 
the house, who came in from the back premises ahnest 
at the same time as the specksioneer entered at the 
front. Hepbum was uneasy, too, at finding Kinraid 
take his seat by the fireside, like one accustomed to 
the ways of the house. Pipes were soon produced. 
Philip disliked smoking. Possibly EJnraid did so too, 
but he took a pipe at any rate, and lighted it, though 
he hardly used it at all, but kept talking to farmer 
Bobson on sea affairs. He had the conversation pretty 
much to himself. Philip sat gloomily by; Sylvia and 
his aunt were silent, and old Eobson smoked his long 
clay pipe, from time to time taking it out of hiB 
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moutii to spit into tlie briglit copper spittoon, and to 
»hake the white ashes out of the bowL Before he 
replaced it, he would give a short laiigb of relishing 
intereet in Kinraid*© conversation ; and now and then 
he put in a reraark. Sjlvia perched herseif sidewaja 
on the end of the dresser, and made pretence to sew; 
but Philip could see how often she pansed in her work 
to listen, 

Byand'bjr, his aant spoke to hira, and thej kept 
ttp a litile aide couTersation, more because Bell Rob- 
^^ion feit tha^t her nephew, her own flesh ajid blood, 
^^virms put out, than for any special interest they either 
^^fcf thejn fek in what they were eajlng'. Perhaps, aloo^ 
^^Ktey neither of them disliked sho^ring that they had 
^^nio great faith in the storiea Kinraid was telÜDg, Mrs. 
^^Rohson^ at any rate, knew ao little aa to be afraid of 
believing too much. 

Philip was aitting on that side of the fire which 
was nearest to the winde w and to ßylvia, and opposite 
t0 the speeksioneer. At length he tumed to hia conBin 
and Said in a low voice - — 

"I suppose we can't go on with our apell at geo- 
grapby tül that fellow's gone?'' 

The colour came into Sylvia'a cheek at the words, 
**tliÄt fellow;" bot she otüy replied with a careleas 
air — 

"Well, I^m one as thinks enough ia as good as a 
!»0t| and IVe had enough of geography thia one 
nlght^ thank you kindly all the same.'' 

Philip took rcfuge in offende d silence. Ee waa 
maliciottaly pleased when his aunt made so much 
noi^e with ber preparation for supper as quite to 
prevent the sound of the sailor'a worda from reaching 

Sjfim*i Lmers. I. IQ 
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Sylvia's ears. She saw that he was glad to perceive 
that her efforts to reach the remainder of the story 
were baulked; this nettled her, and, determined not 
to let him have his malicions trinmph, and still more 
to pnt a stop to any attempt at private conversation, 
she began to sing to herseif as she sat at her work; 
tili, suddenly seized with a desire to help her mother, 
she dexterously slipped down from her seat, passed 
Hepbum, and was on her knees toasting cakes right 
in front of the fire, and just close to her fäther and 
Elinraid. And now the noise that Hepbum had so 
rejoiced in proved his foe. He could not hear the 
little merry Speeches that darted backwards and for- 
wards as the specksioneer tried to take the toasting- 
fork out of Sylvia's band. 

"How comes that sailor chap here?" asked Hep- 
burn of his aunt. "He 's none fit to be where 
Sylvia is." 

"Nay, I dunnot know," said she; "the Comeys 
made us acquaint first, and my master is quite fain of 
his Company." 

"And do you like him, too, aunt?" asked Hepbum, 
almost wistfully; he had followed Mrs. Robson into the 
dairy on pretence of helping her. 

"I'm none fond on him; I think he teils us travel- 
lers' tales, by way o' seeing how much we can swallow. 
But the master and Sylvia think there never was such 
a one." 

"I could show them a score as good as he down on 
the quay-side." 

"Well, laddie, keep a calm sough. Some folk like 
some folk and others don't. Wherever I am there '11 
"allays be a welcome for thee." 
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Für tlie good woman thought that he had been 
btiTt hy the evident absorptioe of her Imsband and 
daughter witli their new friendj and wished to make 
all easy and straigbt. But do what öhe would, he did 
not recover bis temper all evening-; he was uncomfort- 
»ble, put oot, not enjoying himself^ and yet he woüld 
not go. He was determmed to assert his greater intimacy 
in that honse by ontstaying Kinraid. At length the 
latter got np to go; hut beforo he went, he mast needs 
rbend over Sylvia and say äomething to ber in so ]ow 
ia tone tbat Philip conld not hear it; and she, sei^ed 
with a sndden fit of diligeace, never looked up from 
her sewing; only nodded her head by way of reply, 
At last he took bis departure, after many a little dclay, 
ftsd many a quick retnmi which to the suspicious 
PhiEp aeemed only pretences ior taking stolen glances 
at Sylvia. As soon as he was decidedly gone, she 
folded up her work, and declared that ehe wm so 
mach tired that she must go to bed there and then. 
Her mother, too, had been dozing for the last half 
boar, and was only too glad to soe signe that she 
mighl betake herself to her natural place of slumber, 
*^Take another glass, PbUip," said Farmer Robson, 

But Hepbum refused the ofier rather abruptly* He 
drew near to Sylvia inatead. Ho wanted to make her 
speak to him^ and he saw that she wished to avoid it 
He took up the readiest pretext, It was an unwise one 
as it proved^ for it deprived him of bis chances of 
occÄsionally obtaining her undivided attention, 

**I don't think you care much for learning geography, 
^Sylvia?" 

"Not much to-nigbt," said she, makiog a pretence 
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to yawn, yet looking timidly up at bis countenance of 
displeasure. 

"Nor at any time," said he, with growing anger; 
"nor for any kind of leaming. I did bring some books 
last time I came, meaning to teacb you many a thing 
— but now ril just trouble you for my books; I put 
tbem on yon sbelf by the Bible.*' 

He bad a mind tbat sbe sbould bring tbem to 
bim; tbat, at any rate, be sbould bave tbe pleasure of 
receiving tbem out of ber bands. 

Sylvia did not reply, but went and took down tbe 
books witb a languid, indifferent air. 

"And so you won't leam any more geograpby?" 
Said Hepbum. 

Sometbing in bis tone Struck ber, and sbe looked 
up in bis face. Tbere were marks of stem offence upon 
bis countenance, and yet in it tbere was also an air of 
wistful regret and sadness tbat toucbed ber. 

"You are never angry witb me, Pbilip? Sooner 
tban vex ye, I '11 try and leam. Only Pm just stupid; 
and it mun be sucb a trouble to you." 

Hepbum would fain bave snatcbed at tbis balf 
proposal tbat tbe lessons sbould be continued, but be 
was too stubbom and proud to say anytbing. He 
tumed away from tbe sweet, pleading face witbout a 
Word, to wrap up bis books in a piece of paper. He 
knew tbat sbe was standing quite still by bis side, 
tbougb be made as if be did not perceive ber. Wben 
be bad done, be abruptly wisbed tbem all "good- 
nigbt," and took bis leave. 

Tbere were tears in Sylvia's eyes, altbougb the 
feeling in ber heart was rather one of relief. Sbe had 
made a fair offer, and it had been treated with silent 
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lempt Ä few dajs aftersrards^ her fatLer came in 
frora Monkshaven market, and dropped out^ among 
other pieees of news, tliat Le had met XinraidT who 
was bound for his own home at Cullercoats. He had 
desired his respects to Mrs. Robson aad her daiighter^ 
and had bid Robaon saj that he would have come up 

I to Hajtersbank to wiah them good-by, bnt that aa he 
was pressed for time, he hoped thej would excuse him. 
Bnt Robson did not think it worth while to give this 
long- mesaage of mere politeness, Indeed^ aa it did not 
relate to biismesa, and was onlj sent to women^ Robson 
forgot ali about it, pretty nearlj as soon aa it was 
uttered. So Sylvia went abonE fretting lierself, for one 

I or two days, at her hero^s apparent careleasneas of those 
whö had at any rate treated him more like a frieixd 
than an acquaintance of only a iew weeks' Standing; 
and then, her anger quenching her incipient regard, 
she went about her daily buainess pretty nrach as 
thongh he had never been. He had gone away out of 
her sigbt into tho thick mist of nnseen life from which 
he had emerged — gone away without a word, and 
ßhe might never see him again. But still there was a 
chaace of her seeing him when he came to many 
Mollj Comey, Perhaps she should be bridesmaidj and 
then what a pleasant merry time the wedding-day 
wonld bef The Comeys were all snch kind people, 
and in their family there never seemed to be the 
checks and Testraints by which her own m other hedged 
her round. Then there came an overwhelming self- 
reproachmg hnrst of love for that **own mother;" a 
humiliation before her slighteat wish, aa penance for 
moment'a unspoken treason; and thus Sylvia was 
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led to request lier cauiiiii Philip to resume kls lessous 
in so nteek a manoer, that he slowly aud graciously 
acceded to a request which he was yeaming to fulfil 
all the time. 

Diiriog the ensuin^ winter, all went oq in mono- 
tonous regularity at Haytersbank Farm for many 
weeks. Hepburn came and went, and thoutg'ht Sylvia 
wonderfully improved in docility and sobriety, and 
perhaps also ha noticed the improvement in her 
appearance* For she was at that age when a girl 
changes rapidly, and generally for the better. Sylvia 
shot np into a t^ll yonng womau; her eyes deepened in 
colour, her face incrcased in expreasion^ and a sort of 
consciousnesö of iinusual good looks gave her a tilight 
tinge of cöqnettish shyness with the few strangera 
whom she ever saw. Philip haiied her interest in 
geography as anothcr sign of improvement. He had 
brought back bis book of mapa to the fanu; and there 
he sat on many an evening teaching his cousin^ who 
had Strange fancies respecting the places about which 
she wished to loarn^ and was coolly indifferent to the 
very existence of other towns, and countries, and eeas 
far more famous in story. She was üccasionally wilful, 
and at times very contemptuous as to the auperior 
knowledge of her instructor; hut, in spite of it all, 
Philip went regularly ob the appointed evemngs to 
Haytersbank — through keen Hack east wind^ or dri- 
ving sGow, or sluehing thaw; for he liked dearly to sit 
a little behind her, with his arm on the back of her 
chair, she stooping over the outapread map, with her 
eyes, — conld he have seen thera, — a good deal fixed 
on one spot in the map, not Northumberlandj where 
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A BUFBAGTOEY PtJPIL. 15 1 

Kijiraid was sspendiDg the winteri but thosa wild 
uortliem seas ab out wbicb he bad told them aucb 
wonders. 

One day towards spring, sbe saw Molly ComBj 
Coming towards tbe farm. Tbe companions bad not 
met for many weeks^ for MoUy bad been firom bome 
nßiting ber relationa in tbe north- Sylvia opened tbe 
door, and stood smiling and sLivcring on tbe tbresbold, 
glad to aee ber fi-iend again. MoUy called out, wheu a 
few paces o£P^ 

"Wbj, Sylvia, is that tbee! Why^ how tbou^rt 
gpowed, to be sure! Wbat a bonny lass tbou isl" 

^'Dunnot talk nonsense to my lass,'' said Bell Eob- 
son, bospitably leaving her ironing and Coming to tbe 
door; bat tbongb tbe mother tried to look as if sbe 
thougbt it nonseBBe, sbe could bardly keep down the 
amile tbat sbone out of ber eyes, as sbe put ber band 
on Bylvia's sbonlder, witb a fond sense of proprietor- 
sbip in wbat was being praised. 

*'ObI but sbe is/' persiated Moliy. "Sbe'a grown 
^nite a beauty sin' I saw her. And if I don't teil her 
so, tbe men will." 

**Bo (|uiet wi' tbee,'^ said Sylvia, more tban balf 
offended, and turning away in a buff at the open bare- 
faced admiralion. 

'*Ay, but tbey wiO;* persevered MoUy, *^You'll 
not keep ber long^ Mistress Kobson. And as mother 
sajs, ye'd feel it a deal more to bave yer daugbters 
left on band." 

^'Thy motbcr baa many, I bave but tbis one," iaid 
Roböon, with severe sadness; for now MoUy was 
lg to talk aa ihe disliked. But Molly's purpose 




152 sylvia's loyebs. 

was to bring the conyersation round to her own affairs, 
of which she was very fall. 

"Yes! I teil mother that wi' so many as she 
has, she ought to be thankful to t^ one as gets off 
quiekest." 

"Who? which is it?" asked Sylvia, a little eagerly, 
seeing that there was news of a wedding behind the 
talk. 

"Why! who should it be but me?" said Molly, 
laughing a good deal, and reddening a little. *Tve 
not gone fi:a' home for nought; I'se picked up a meas- 
ter on my travels, leastways one as is to be." 

"Charley Eanraid," said Sylvia, smiling, as she found 
that now she might reveal Molly*s secret, which 
hitherto she had kept sacred. 

"Charley Kinraid be hung!" said Molly, with a 
toss of her head. "Whatten good's a husband who's 
at sea half t* year? Ha, ha, my measter is a canny 
Newcassel shopkeeper, on the Side. A reckon aVe 
done pretty well for mysel', and a'll wish ye as good 
luck, Sylvia. For ye see," (tuming to Bell Eobson 
who, perhaps, she thought would more appreciate the 
substantial advantages of her engagement than Sylvia,) 
"though Measter Brunton is near upon forty if he's a 
day, yet he tums over a matter of two hundred pound 
every year; an' he's a good-looking man of his years 
too, an' a kind, good-tempered feller int' t' bargain. 
He's been married once, to be sure; but his childer are 
dead a' 'cept one; an' I don't mislike childer either; 
an' a'U feed 'em well, an' get 'em to bed early, out o' 
t' road." 

Mrs. Kobson gave her her grave good wishes; but 
Sylvia was silent. She was disappointed; it was a 
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comiiig down from the romiince witli the speckeiooeer 
for its Eero. Mollj laughed awkwardly^ understanding 
Sylvia^s thougiits better thmi the latter imagiöed, 

"Sjivia'e Boane bq well pleased, Wty, lass! it*s a' 
t' better for tliec, Tliere^s Cliarlej to the fore now, 
whJch if a married him, he'd not ha* been; and he^s 
gaid more nor once what a pretty lasa j6*d grow into 
by-and-bj.*^ 

Mollj's prosperitj was giviiig her an independence 
and fearleseneaa of talk , such as had seldom appeared 
hltherto^ and certainly nover befor© Mrs. Eobson. Syl- 
via was annoyed at MoUy's whole töne and manner, 
which were load, laughingT ^nd boisterous; but to her 
mother they were positively repiig;nant. She said 
ikortly and gravely, 

'*^Sylvia'ß none so set upo^ matrimony; she*8 con- 
tetjt to b5de wi"' me and her father. Let a be Bueli 
tslkiug, it*B not T my way." 

MoUy was a little subdued; but still her elation at 
the prospect of being so well married kept cropping 
oiit of all the other subjects which wer© introduced; 
and when öhe weiat away, ilrs. Eohson broke out in an 
tmwonted strain of depreeiation. 

"That's the way wi* some lasses. TheyVe like & 
cock on a dunghill, when tbeyVe t^a&ed a silly ebap 
into wedding 'em. It's cock-a-doodle-doo, IVe cotcbed 
S hofibandf cock-a-doodle-doo, wi' Vm. IVe no patience 
wi* such Hke; I beg", Sylvia, thou'lt not get too thick 
wi' Molly. She's not pretty behaved, making Buch an 
ado abont menkiad, as if they were two-headed calves 
to be nin after." 

"But Molly 's a good-hearted ]m&, mother. Oiily 1 
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never dreamt but wbat she was troth-plighted wi^ 
Charley Kinraid," said Sylvia, meditatively. 

"That wencb will be troth-pligbt to tb' first man 
as will wed ber and keep ber i' plenty; that^s a' sbe 
tbinks about," replied BeU, scornfully. 

CHAPTER XL 

Visions of the Future. 

Before May was out, Molly Comey was married 
and bad left tbe neigbbourbood for Newcastle. Al- 
tbougb Cbarley Kinraid was not tbe bridegroom, Syl- 
yia^s promise to be bridesmaid was claimed. But tbe 
friendsbip brougbt on by tbe circomstances of neigb- 
bourbood and parity of age bad become very mucb 
weakened in tbe time tbat elapsed between MoUy's en- 
gagement and wedding. In tbe first place, sbe berself 
was so absorbed in ber preparations, so elated by ber 
good fortune in getting married, and married, too, be- 
fore ber eider sister, tbat all ber faults blossomed out 
füll and strong. Sylvia feit ber to be selfisb; Mrs. 
Kobson tbougbt ber not maidenly. A year before sbe 
would bave been far more missed and regretted by 
Sylvia; now it was almost a relief to tbe latter to be 
freed from tbe perpetual calls upon ber sympatby, from 
tbe constant demands upon ber congratulations, made 
by one wbo bad no tbougbt or feeling to bestow on 
otbers; at least, not in tbese weeks of " Cock-a-doodle- 
dooing,'* as Iäxb, Eobson persisted in calling it It 
was seldom tbat Bell was taken witb a bumorous idea; 
but tbis once baving batcbed a solitary joke, sbe wag 
always clucking it into notice — to go on witb her 
own poultry simile. 
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Bvery time daring tbat summer that Pliilip saw 
bis Cousin, he thoaght her prettjer thati aho had ever 
beeü before; some oew toueb of colöur^ sorae pretty 
irie^ ebann, geemed to bave beeti added^ juut as every 
Summer day calk out new beanty in tbe flowers. And 
thifl was DQt the additioQ of PbiÜp^g faiicy. Hester 
Rase, who met Sylvia oti rare oecaBions, came back 
eacb time witb a candid, sad ackiiowlcsdgmetit in her 
heart tbat it was uo wonder tbat Sylvia was so raucb 
admlred and loved. 

One day Hefter had aeen her sitting near ber mo- 
Üier in tbe inark€t-plac6; tbere was a basket by ber, 
&nd over Ui^ clean clotb tbat covered the yellow pouuds 
of buttert she bad laid the bedge-rose» and honey- 
Bückles sbe bad gathered on tbe way intoMonkshaven; 
her straw hat was on ber knee, and sbe was bnsy 
fji?Lcing some of the flowers in tbe ribbon tbat went 
loiiijil it Tben sbe beld it on ber band, and turned 
it round about, pntting ber bead on oue side, the better 
to view the effeet; and all tbis time, Hester, peeping 
at ber throngb tbe folds of the stuffs displayed in Fqü- 
ter*a Windows, saw her witb admirinj^, wistiiil eye«j 
wondering, too, if Philip, at the other connter^ were 
aware of bis consin's being there, to near to him. 
Tben Sylvia pnt on her hat, and lookin g up at Fo«- 
ter'i Windows cangbt Bester*« face of interest, and 
timiled and bloBhed at the conseionsness of having 
been watched over her Uttle vanitieSf and Hegtet 
smiled back, bat rather sadly. Theo a enMomer came 
io, and &he bad to attend to ber boäinoss, whicb, on 
tbia aa ob all market days, was great. In tbe mid$i 
äbe was aware of PhlUp, rosMog bare-beaded ont of 
the sbop, eager and delighted at something he saw out- 
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side. There was a little looking-glass hung against tlie 
wall on Hester^s side, placed in that retired comer, in 
Order that the good women who came to parchase head- 
gear of any kind might see the effect thereof before 
they conclnded their bargain. In a pause of castom, 
Hester, half-ashamed, stole into this comer, and looked 
at herseif in the glass. What did she see? a colourless 
face, dark soft hair with no light gleams in it, ejes 
that were melancholy instead of smiling, a mouth com- 
pressed with a sense of dissatisfaction. This was what 
she had to compare with the bright bonny face in the 
sunlight outside. She gave a gulp to check the sigfa 
that was rising, and came back, even more patient than 
she had been before this disheartening peep, to serve 
all the whims and fancies of purchasers. 

Sylvia herseif had been rather put out by Philip's 
way of Coming to her. "It made her look so silly," 
she thought; and "what for must he make a sight of 
himself, Coming among the market folk in that-a-way;" 
and when he took to admiring her hat, she puUed out 
the flowers in a pet, and threw them down, and 
trampled them under foot. 

"What for art thou doing that, Sylvie?" said her 
mother. "The flowers is well enough, though maybe 
thy hat might ha' been stained." 

"I don't like Philip to speak to me so," said Syl- 
via, pouting. 

"How?" asked her mother. 

But Sylvia could not repeat bis words. She hung 
her head, and looked red and pre-occupied, anything 
but pleased. Philip had addressed bis first expression 
of personal admiration at an unfortunate time. 

It just shows what difPerent views different men and 



romen take of their fellow-creatureB^ wlien I say that 
Hester loöked upoti Philip as tlie best and most agree- 
able man she had ever knowra. He was not one to 
B|)eak of himself without beiag questioned on the sub- 
ject, so hia Haytersbank relationSi onlj come into the 
neiglibourLood m tbe last year or two^ knew notlimg 
of the tri als he had sarmoimted, or the difficült duties 
be had perforaied. His auiit, indeed^ had strong faith 
m him, both ti-om partial knowledge of Lis character, 
and because be was of her own tnbe and kin*^ bat she 
had ueyer learat the small details of his past life. Syl- 
via respected him as her mother's friend, and treated 
him tolerably well as long as he preserved his usual 
Belf-restraint of demeanoni:, but bardly ever thought of 
him when he was ahsent. 

Now Hester, who had watched him daily for all 
the years aince he had first come as an errand-boy ioto 
Foster's shop — watching with quiet, modest, yet ob- 
senraut eye« ~ had seen how devoted he was to his 
master's interests, bad known of hia üarefnl and punc- 
tüal nanistration to his absent mother's comforts, as 
long as she was living to benefit by his silent, frugal 
ielf-denial 

His methodical appropriation of the few hom-a ho 
could eall hiö own waa not with out its charms to the 
eqaally methodical Hester; the way in which he repro- 
diiced any lately acquired piece of kno wiege — know- 
ledge so wearisome to Sylvia — was delightfully in- 
stmettve to Heater — althougb^ as she was habitually 
Silent, it would have required an observer more inter- 
ested In discovering her feeiings than Philip was to 
kave perceived the little tiuah on the pale cheek, and 
the brightneas in the half-veiled eyes whenever he was 



168 SYLVIA'ß LOVEBS. 

talking. She had not thought of love on either side. 
LoTB was a vanity, a worldliness not to be spoken 
about, or even thought abont. Once or twice before 
the Eobsons came into the neighbourhood, an idea had 
crossed her mind that possibly the qniet, habitual way 
in which she and Philip lived together, might drift 
them into matrimony at some distant period; and she 
could not bear the humble advances which Goulson, 
Philipps fellow-lodger, sometimes made. They seemed 
to disgust her with him. 

Bat after the Robsons settled at Haytersbank, 
Philip's evenings were so often spent there that any 
unconscious hopes Hester might, nnawares, have enter- 
tained, died away. At first she had feit a pang akin 
to jealousy when she heard of Sylvia, the little cousin, 
who was passing out of childhood into womanhood. 
Once — early in those days — she had ventored 
to ask Philip what Sylvia was like. Philip had not 
warmed up at the question, and had given rather a 
dry oatalogne of her featnres, hair, and height, bat 
Hester, almost to her own sarprise, persevered, and 
jerked oat the final qaestion, 

**Is she pretty?" 

Philip's sallow cheek grew deeper by two or three 
shades; bat he answered with a tone of indifference: 

"I believe some folks think her so." 

"Bat do yoa?" persevered Hester, in spite of her 
being aware that he somehow disliked the qaestion. 

"There is no need for talking o' sach things," he 
answered, with abrapt displeasare. 

Hester silenced her cariosity from that time. Bat 
her heart was not qaite at ease, and she kept on 
wondering whether Philip thought bis little oousin 
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^ p re it y tmtil she saw lier and bim to^etber, on tbat 
occÄsion of Vhicb we have spoken, ivhen Sylvia came 
io the sbop to buy ber new cloak; and after tbat 
Hoster ncver wondered i^hetber Pbilip tbougbt hts 
eotifiii pretty or no, for she knew qn'ite weU. Bell 
Rübson had ber own atixieties od the subject of ber 
tlaugbter's increasing attractions. ßke apprebended the 
Mangcrs consequent upon certaiii facte, by a mental 
rprocesa more akin to Intuition tban reasoo. Sbe was 
uneomfortable, even wbile ber motberly vanity was 
flattered^ at tbe admiration Sylvia received from tke 
otber sex. Tbia admiration was made evident to ber 
imotber in many ways. Wben Sylvia was witb ber 
f at market, it migbt bave been tbolig-bt tbat tbe doc* 
tora bad prescribed a diet of butter and egga to all 
tbe men tmder forty in Monksba\*en. At fixst it 
fieemed to Mrs- Robson but a natural tribute to the 
saperior merit of ber farm produee; but by degrees 
ehe perceived tbat if Sylvia reraained at bome, she 
stood HO better cbanee tban ber neigbboura of an 
early sale, Tbere were more customers tban formerly 
for tbe fleec:es stored in tbe wool-Ioft; comely yonng 
butchers came after the calf almost before it had been 
declded to aell it; in sbort^ excnses were seldom 
wanting to tbose who wisbed to see the beauty of 
Haytersbank Farm. All tbis made Bell uncoTnfort- 
aMe, tboTigb sbe could bardly bave told wbat abe 
dreaded. Sylvia ber seif seemed nnspoilt by it as 
far as her bome relatioiiB were concemed. A little 
thoüghtless she bad alwaya been, and tbonghtlesB abe 
was still; bnt, m ber mother had often said, '*Yo' 
canna p«t old heads on young ahoulders;" and if 
blamed for her carelessneäs by ber parents, Sylvia 



160 



STLVIAS LOVBRS: 



was always aa penitent m she coüld be for tbö time 
being* To be swce^ it was only to her father and 
motlier that ehe remaiaed the sarae aa sbe had been 
when an awkward lassie of thirteeö- Otxt of the 
house there wem the most contradictory opinions of 
her, especially if the voices of women were to be 
liatened to^ She wag "an Hl-favoured, overgrown 
thing;" *'just as bonny a3 the first rose V June, and 
as sweet i' her nature üb V honeysuckle a-climbing 
round it*'' she was "a vixen, with a tongue sharp 
enough to make yer very heart bleed;'* slte was **jiist 
a bit o* sunshine wherever she went^" ahe was sulky, 
lively^ witty, silent, aflFectionate, or cold-hearted, ac- 
eordmg to the person who spoke about her. In faet, 
her peculiarity seemed to be this — that every one 
who knew her talked about her either in praiae or 
blame; in church, or in market, she nnconsciotisly 
attracted attention; they could not forget her presence, 
as they could that of otker girls perhaps more per- 
sonaDy attractive. Now all this was a cause of aniiety 
to her mother, who hegan to feel as if she would 
rather have had her cliild passed by in BÜence than 
80 much noticed* . BelFs opinion was, that it was 
er«ditable to a woman to go through life in the shadow 
of ohscurity, — never named except in connexioti 
with good housewifery, husband, or children, Too 
much talking about a girl^ even in the way of praiae, 
disturbed Mrs. Robson^s opinion of her; and when her 
neighboars told her how her own daughter was ad- 
mired, she would reply coldly^ '^She's just well 
enough," and «hange the aabject of conversation. Hut 
it was quite different with her huaband. To bis 
looser, less*restrained mind, it was agreeable to he&r 




VIBIONS 0^ TBE PUTÜEB. 



161 



f, aiid stiU more to aee, tlie attetxüon wEich hiB 
laugbter's beauty received. He feit it as reflecting 
conaeqaetice on liimself. He had never troubled liia 
mind witli speculations as to wLetber be bimself was 
populiir, still letJs wbetker be was respected, Hß was 
pretty welcome wlierever be went, as a jovial good- 
nattired mau, wbo had done adyenturoiiB and illegal 
tbings in bis youtb, wbicb in some measure entitled 
bim to speak out bis opinions on lifo in general in tbe 
aiitboritative manaer he generally used; but, of tbe 
two, he preferred consorting witli younger meii, tö 
taking a Bober stand of respectability witb tbe eldere 
of tbe place; and be perceived^ witb out rea&oning 
upoü it, tbat tbe gay daring spirits were more desiroUB 
of bis Company when Sylvia was by bis side tban at 
any otber time* One or two of tbese would saunter 
up to Haytersbank on a Sunday afternoon, and lounge 
round bis fielde witb the old farmer. Bell kept ber- 
self from tbe nap whicb bad been her weekly solace 
for years, in Order to look after Sylvia, and on such 
occasiona she always turned as cold a Shoulder to the 
visitors aa her seuse of hospitality and of duty to her 
busband would pennit, But if tbey did not enter tbe 
house, old liobson would always bave Sylvia with him 
wben be wcnt the round of bis land. Bell could see 
them from the Upper window: tbe young men Stand- 
ing in tbe attitudes of li^^teners^ wb^le Daniel laid 
down tbe law on some point, enforcing bis words by 
pantomimie actions witb Ins tbick etick; and Sylvia, 
half turumg away as if from some too admiiiug gaza, 
poBsibly picking flowera out of tbe bedge-bank. 

Ii^se Sußday afternoon strolla were tbe plague of 
Boirs life tbe wbole sumraer. Theü it took aa mueh 
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of aiüfice as was in the simple woman^s nature to keep 
Daniel from insisting on having Sylvia's Company 
every time he went down to Monkshaven. And here, 
again, came a perplexity, the acknowledgment of 
which in distinct thought would have been an act of 
disloyalty, according to Bell's conscience. K Sylvia 
went with her father, he never drank to excess; and 
that was a good gain to health at any rate (drinking 
was hardly a sin against morals in those days, and in 
that place); so, occasionally, she was allowed to ac- 
company him to Monkshaven as a check upon his folly; 
for he was too fond and proud of his daughter to dis- 
grace her by any open excess. But one Sunday after- 
noon early in November, Philip came up before the 
time at which he usoally paid his visits. He looked 
grave and pale; and his aunt began, 

"Why, lad! what's been ado? Thou'rt looking as 
peaked and pined as a Methody preacher after a love- 
feast, when he's talked hisself to Death's door. Thee 
dost na' get good milk enow, that's what it is, — such 
stofiP as Monkshaven folk put up wi'!'' 

"No, aunt; I am quite well. Only Tm a bit 
put out, — vexed like at what IVe heerd about 
Sylvia." 

His aunt's face changed immediately. 

"And whatten folk say of her, next thing?" 

"Oh," Said Philip, Struck by the difference of look 
and manner in his aunt, and subdued by seeing how 
instantly she took alarm. "It were only my uncle; — 
he should na' take a girl like her to a public. She 
were wi' him at t' *Admirars Head' upo' All Souls' 
Day — that were all. There were many a one there 
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beside, ^^ it were Statute fair; but such a one a§ oar 
Sjlvie ouglit not to be cLeapened wi' t' rest." 

"And be taok her there, did be?" said Bell, in 
severe meditation. *'I bad nevcr no opinion o* tb' 
wencbea as 11 set tbeirselves to be bired for servanta 
i* th* fkir; tbey^Ve a bad lot^ as cannot find places fou 
tboirselves — ^bout going and statinin^ to be stared at 
by folk^ and grmmn' wi' tb' plougb-Jade wben no 
one^^s looking; ife's a bad look-ont for t' misBus as takes 
one o"" tbese wencbes für a servant; and dast ta mean 
to öay as my SjlTrie went and demeaned berseF to 
danee and marlock wi^ a^ tb^ fair-foLk at tb' ^AdmiraFs 
Head?'^' 

"No, no, sbe did na* dance; sbe barely set foot V 
tlj' room; but it were ber own pride as sa%^ed ber; 
nncle would nc'er ba^ kept bcr from it, for be bad 
ilen m wi^ Haylej o' Seabum and one or two 
ihers, and tLey were baving' a glasä) i' t^ bar^ and 
Mrs* Lawson, th^ landlady, knew bow there waa them 
who would come and dance among parisb 'prentices if 
neeä were, juat to get a word or a look wV SjU-ie. 
So sbe tenipta her in, saying tbat tbc room were all 
smartened und iine wi' flags; and there was tbem in 
the room as told me tbat they never were so startled 
as wben they aaw oar Sylvie's face peeping in among 
all tb' ßustered maids and men, rougb and red wi' 
eatber and drink; and Jcm MacbeaHi be said gbe 
ere just liko a bit o' apple-blossom among peonies; 
d aome man, he didu't know who, went up and 
ike to ber^ an* oitber at tbat, or at some o* th' 
words ahe beard — for tbey'd got a good way on 
afore tbat time — ■ sbe went qiiite white, and mad, m 
if fire were eoming out of her eyea, and then sbe 

11* 



164 STLVIA^B L0YER8. 

tumed red, and left the room, for all the landladj 
tried to laugh it off and keep her in." 

"I'll be down to Monkshaven before Fm a day 
older, and teil Margaret Lawson some on mj mind 
as she'll not forget in a hurry." 

Bell moved as though she would put on her cloak 
and hood there and then. 

"Nay, it's not in reason as a woman V that line 
o' life should not try to make her hoose agreeable," 
Said Philip. 

"Not wi' my wench," said Bell, in a determined 
voice. 

Philipps information had made a deeper impresBion 
on his aunt than he had intended. He himself had 
been annoyed more at the idea that Sylvia woold he 
spoken of as having been at a rough piece of msdc 
gaiety — a yearly festival for the lower classes of 
Yorkshire servants, out-door as well as in-door — 
than at the affair itself, for he had leamt from his 
informant how instantaneous her appearance had been. 
He stood watching his aunt^s troubled face, and almost 
wishing that he had not spoken. At last she heaved 
a deep sigh, and stirring the fire, as if by thiB 
little household occupation to compose her mind, she 
said — 

"It*s a pity as wenches aren^t lads, or mairied 
folk. I coold ha' wished — bnt it were the Lord^s 
will — It wonld ha' been sommut to look to, if she^d 
had a brother. My master is so fall on his own 
thoughts, yo' see, he's no mind left for thinking on 
her, what wi' th' oats, and th' wool, and th' yomng 
colt, and his venture i' th' Lucky Mary.^^ 

She really believed her husband to have the 
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serions »od import^nt oceiipation for lils mind tliut 
Ahe had been taught to consider befitting tlie superior 
intellect of tlie masculinG gcndor; she would havö 
taxed herseli' severelj if, even in tlioüght, slie had 
blamed bim, and Pbilip reepected btir feeling's too 
tniLch to BB.J that Sylvia^ fattier ought to look after 
her more cloBely if ho nmdc such a ]>retty creatur^ 
so conBtantly bis compaDion^ yet some such speecb 
was only just pent witbin Philipps closed lips. Again 
Im aunt spoke — 

"I used to tbink as sbe and yo* mlght fancy 0110 
fttitiilher^ but thouM too old-ia^bloned like for her; ye 
woald na' suit; and it*ö as well, for n^iw I can say to 
thee, tbat I would take it very kindly if tbou would^st 
look a bit after her." 

Philipps coimteDance feil mto gloom. He had to 
gnlp down certain feolinga before be could mako an- 
swer witb discretioii, 

**How can I look after lier» and me tied to the 

Ipbop tjsore and more every day?" 
1 '*I could ßend her on a bit of an errand to Foster's, 
«nd tbeu, for sure, yo' migbt keep an eye npon her 
arben »ho's in tb' town; and jiiat walk a bit way with 
met wben äbe'a in tb* street, and keep t^ otber fellows 
iDff her, Ned Simpson, t' butcber, in 'special, for folk do 
aaj he nie ans no good by any girl be goes wi^ -*- and 
ni ask fatber to leave her a bit more wi^ me* Tbey're 
cc>tning down th^ broWj and Ned Simpaon^s wi' Üiem* 
Now, Philip, I look to tbee to do a brotber's part by 
my wencb, and warn off all as inn^t fit," 

The door opened, and tho eoarse strong voice of 
Simpson made itseJf beard. He was a Btout man, 
CQinely enougb m to form and feature^ but witb a 
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depth of colonr in his face that betokened the Coming 
on of the habits of the sot. His Sunday hat was in 
his hand and he smoothed the long nap of it, as he 
Said, with a mixture of shyness and familiarity — 

"Sarvant, missus. Yo*r measter is fain that I 
should come in an^ have a drop; no ofPence, I 
hope?" 

Sylvia passed quickly through the house-place and 
went upstairs without speaking to her cousin Philip or 
to any one. He sat on, disliking the visitor, and 
almost disliking his hospitable uncle for having bronght 
Simpson into the house, sympathizing with his aunt in 
the spirit which prompted her curt answers, and in the 
intervals of all these feelings wondering what gronnd 
his aunt had for speaking as if she had now given np 
all thought of Sylvia and him ever being married, and 
in what way he was too "old-fashioned." 

Eobson would gladly have persuaded Philip to join 
him and Simpson in their drink, but Philip was in no 
sociable mood, and säte a little aloof, watching the 
staircase down which sooner or later Sylvia must come, 
for, as perhaps has been already said, the stairs went 
np straight out of the kitchen. And at length his 
yeaming watch was rewarded; first the little pointed 
toe came daintily in sight, then the trim ancle in 
the tight blue stocking, the wool of which was sptin 
and the web of which was knitted by her mother's 
careful hands; then the füll brown stuff petticoat, 
the arm holding the petticoat back in decent folds, 
so as not to encumber the descending feet; the slender 
neck and Shoulders hidden under the folded Square 
of fresh white muslin; the crowning beauty of the 
soft innocent face radiant in colour, and with the 
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ligfit trowti Cürls cluBtering aröund. Slie made her 
way quickly to Philipps aide; how bis heart beat at 
her approacJi! and even more when she entered into a 
ow-yoicsd iSte-ä-tStt, 

**Ißn^t he gone yet?" said she* "I cannot abide 
bim ; I could ha^ pinched father wben lie asked Hirn for 
t' eoDie in/' 

"Maybe, be'll not ataj long/^ said Philip, hardly 
nnderatanding^ tlie ineaniiig' of wbat he said, 80 sweet 
was it to have her making Iier wbispered confidences 
ito Mm. 

But Simpson "was not goiDg^ to let her alone in the 

^dark comer between the door and tlie window. He 

■ began paying- her some coarse country compliments — 

DO strong in thcir direct flatteiy für even her father's 

more especially as he aaw bj his wife'a set lipa 

and frowning brow how much she disapprOYed of their 

sitor^s Btjle of conversation* 

*'Comc, mefister, ieave t* laas alone; she'a set up 

'cnongh a'ready^ her mother makes such a deal on her, 

Yo* an' me's men for sensible talk at our time o* life* 

An\ as I was äajring^ t* horse was a weaver if ever one 

was, aa any one could ha^ told as had came within a 

mile on bim*" 

And in this way the old farmer and the blnff 
bnteber chatted on about horaeSi while Philip and 
Sjlvia Kate together, he tuming over all manner of 
liopea and projeets for the futuxe, in spite of bis aunt^i 
Hppinion that be was too *^old'fasbioned" for her daintj, 
Ijlooming daughter Perhaps^ too, Mrs. liobaon aaw 
[>me reason for changing her mind on this bead aa sbe 
ratched Sylvia this night, for abe accotnpanied Philip 
to the door, when the time came for bim to Start home" 
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wards, and bade him "good-night" withtmusual fervour, 
adding — 

"Thou'st been a deal o' comfort to me, lad — 
a'most as one as if thou wert a child o' my own, as at 
times I could welly think thou art to be. Anyways, I 
trust to thee to look after the lile lass, as has no brother 
to guide her among men — and men^s very kittle for 
a woman to deal wi'; but if thou'lt have an eye on 
whom she consorts wi*, my mind 'II be easier." 

Philipps heart beat fast, but his voice was as calm 
as usual when he replied — 

"Fd just keep her a bit aloof from Monkshaven 
folks; a lass is always the more thought on for being 
chary of hersen; and as for t' rest, VW have an eye to 
the folks she goes among, and if I see that they don't 
befit her, I'll just give her a warning, for she's not one 
to like such chaps as yon Simpson there; she can see 
what's becoming in a man to say to a lass, and what^s 
not." 

Philip set out on his two-mile walk home with a 
tumult of happiness in his heart. He was not often 
carried away by delusions of his own creating; to-night 
he thought he had good ground for believing that by 
patient self-restraint he might win Sylvia's love. A 
year ago he had nearly eamed her dislike by obtruding 
npon her looks and words betokening his passionate 
love. He alarmed her girlish coyness, as well as 
wearied her with the wish he had then feit that she 
should take an interest in his pursuits. But, with 
unusual wisdom, he had perceived his mistakes; it was 
many months now since he had betrayed, by word or 
look, that she was anything more to him than a little 
Cousin to be cared for and protected when need was. 
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eoBBeqtienee wm tbat she Lad Lecome tamed, just 
3A a wild animat is tamed; he had Temained tranquil 
and impassiive^ ahnoat iis if lie üiä not perceive Jier 
shy advances towarcls frieudlinees. l^'Üese advances 
were made by hör after the lessons had ceaaed. Slie 
was afraid lest he was diapleaaed witb her bebaTiour 
in rejecting his iöKtiuctions, and was not eaiy tili she 
was at peace with him \ and now, to all appearance, he 
and she were perfect friends^but uüthing more. In hiy 
absenee she would not allow her joung companion)^ to 
lanj^h at his grave sohrlety of char acter, atid samewhat 
priTO demeannur; she wonld even go againöt her con- 
flcicDce, and deny tha£ she perceived auy peeullarity. 
When ahe wanted it she aought hiiJ advice on sucli 
small gubjects as came up in her daily life; and she 
tried not tf> show mgnH of wearinesw when he used more 
words — and more difficult words — than were ne- 
isary to convey his ideas- Bnt her ideal hnshand 
'as difFerent from Philip in cvery point, the two 
Images never for an instant merged into one, To 
Pbilip she was the only woman in the world; it was* 
the one subjeet on which he dared not conöider, for 
fear that botli coosciencc and judgment shouM dedde 
ag^amst him, and that he shoald be conviuced against 
his will that she was an unfit mate for him, that she 
never would he hii^^ aiid that it was waste of time and 
life to keep her shrined in the dearest sanctuary of his 
being, to the ex^lnaion of all the sei-ions and religionö 
nis> whieh, in any other case, he would have hoen 
e first to acknowledge aa the ohject he ought to 
pursne. For he had been br ought up among the 
Qtiid£:erg, and flhared in their austere distrast of a self- 
it; yct what clso but self-seckin": was his 
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passionate prayer, "Give me Sylvia, or eise I die." 
No other vision had ever crossed bis masculine fancy 
for a moment; bis was a rare and constant love that 
deserved a better fate tban it met witb. At this time 
bis bopes were bigb, as I bave said, not merely as to 
tbe growtb of Sylvia's feelings towards bim, but as to 
tbe probability of bis soon being in a position to place 
ber in sucb comfort, as bis wife, as sbe bad never en- 
joyed before. 

For tbe brotbers Foster were tbinking of retiring 
from business, and relinquisbing tbe sbop to tbeir two 
sbopmen, Pbilip Hepbum and William Coolson. To 
be sure it was only by looking back for a few montbs, 
and noticing cbance expressions and small indications, 
tbat tbis intention of tbeirs could be discovered. Bat 
every step tbey took tended tbis way, and Pbilip knew 
tbeir usual practice of deliberation too well, to feel in 
tbe least impatient for tbe quicker progress of tbe end 
wbicb be saw steadily approacbing. Tbe wbole at- 
mospbere of life among tbe Friends at tbis date partook 
of tbis cbaracter of self-repression, and botb Conlson 
and Hepburn sbared in it. Coulson was just as mach 
aware of tbe prospect opening before bim as Hepbum; 
but tbey never spoke togetber on tbe subject, altbough 
tbeir mutual knowledge migbt be occasionally implied 
in tbeir conversation on tbeir future lives. Meanwbile 
tbe Fosters were imparting more of tbe backgroond of 
tbeir business to tbeir successors. For tbe present, at 
least, tbe brotbers meant to retain an interest in the 
8bop, even after tbey bad given up tbe active manage- 
ment; and tbey sometimes tbougbt of setting up a 
separate establisbment as bankers. Tbe Separation of 
«NS, — tbe introduction of tbeir sbopmen to 
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tte clmtaut TnaimfactTirerR wbo fiimished their goods (in 
those days the System of '' Travellers '^ was not BO widely 
organissed as it iö at present), ~ all tliese steps were 
in gradual progresö^ and already Philip sa^v^ himself in 
Imagination in the digniiied poBition of joint master of 
the principal aliop in Monksliaven^ witb Sylvia mstalled 
as his wife, with certainly a silk gown^ and possibly a 
^g at her disposal. In all Philipps visions of fiitnre 
prosperity^ ^^ ^^^ Sylvia who was to be aggrandized 
by them; bis own life was to be spent as it was now, 
pretty much between tbe four shop walls. 



CHAPTEK XIL 

All tbis etilaTgement of interest in the abop oe- 
Btipied Philip fuUy for some months after tbe period 
' Teferred to in tbe preceding cbapter. Remenibering 
Ms last conversation witb bia aunt, he might bave 
been nneasy at his iuability to perform bis promise 
and look after bis prettj cousin, but tbat about the 
middle of November Bell Robson bad fallen ill of a 
Theumatic fever ^ and that her daiighter had been en- 
tirely absorbed io nursing her No tbought of Com- 
pany or gaiety was in Sylvia^s mind as long as her 
mother's illness lasted; vehement in all her feelings, 
ehe discovered in tbe dread of loaing her niotber how 
paisionatöly sbe was attacbed to her Hitherto she 
Lad iupposed^ as cbüdren so often do, tbat her 
parentB would live for ever; and now wben it was a 
qnestion of days^ wbetber by tbat time tbe foUowing 
week her mother might not be bmied out of her si^Ut 
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for ever, she clung to every semblance of Service to be 
rendered, or affection shown, as if she hoped to con- 
dense the love and care of years into the few days 
only that might remain. Mrs. Eobson lingered on, 
began slowly to recover, and before Christmas was 
again sitting by the fireside in the house-place, wan 
and puUed down, muffled up with shawls and blankets, 
but still there once more, where not long before Sylvia 
had scarcely expected to see her again. Philip came 
up that evening and found Sylvia in wild spirits. She 
thought that everything was done, now that her mother 
had once come downstairs again; she laughed with 
glee; she kissed her mother; she shook hands with 
Philip; she almost submitted to a speech of more than 
usual tendemess from him; but, in the midst of his 
words, her mother's pillows wanted arranging and she 
went to her chair, paying no more heed to his words 
than if they had been addressed to the cat, that lying 
on the invalid's knee was purring out her welcome to 
the weak band feebly stroking her back. Bobson 
himself soon came in, looking older and more subdued 
since Philip had seen him last. He was very urgent 
that his wife should have some spirits and water; but 
on her refusal, almost as if she loathed the thought 
of the smell, he contented himself with sharing her 
tea, though he kept abusing the beverage as "wash- 
ing the heart out of a man," and attributing all the 
degeneracy of the world, growing up about him in his 
old age, to the drinking of such slop. At the same 
time, his little self-sacrifice put him in an unusually 
good temper; and, miugled with his real gladness at 
having his wife once more on the way to recovery, 
brought back some of the old charm of tendemesg 
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■combineii witli liijlit-Leftrtedness, wltich Lad won the 
sober Isabella Presto n loug ago. He sat bj her skle, 
holding her hancl, and talking of i>ld times to the young 
ccmple opposite^ of bis adventareä and escapes, and 
how Le had woii bis wife. Sbe, faintly smiling at tbe 
remerabrance of tbosc days, yet balf^asbamed at baviiig" 
tbe littie details of her courtöbip revealed, from time to 
time kept aajing-, 

"For shamti wi^ tbee, Baniel — I never did," and 
faint denials of a similar klnd. 

"Niyer believe ber, Sylvia. She were a woman, 
and there's niver a woman but Hkeä to bave a sweet- 
heart, and can teil wben a cbap^s castin* sbeep^e-eyes 
at her; aye, an' afore be knows wbat be^s abont bissen * 
Sbe were a pretty one tben, was my old 'oomanj an' 
Uked tbem as tboiigbt her so^ tboiigb sbe did cock her 
head bigb, ae being a Prest^m, which were a family o' 
Btajndin' and means i* tboae parts aforetime, Tbere's 
Philip tbere I'll Warrant is as prond o' being Preston 
bj th' mother's side, for it nins i' t' blood, lass. A 
can teil wben a cbild of a Preston takes to being 
proud o' tbeir kin, by t' cut of tbeir nose. Kow Philipps 
and my missus's bave a tum beyond common i' tbeir 
nostnls, as if tbey was sniffin'' at t* rest of ns world, 
an' seein^ if we waa good enougb for 'em to consort wi\ 
Tbee an' me, Ubö, is Robsons — oat-cake folk, wbile 
they's pie-cruat, Lord! bow Bell used to speak to rae, 
aa Short as tbongh a wasn't a Cbriatian, an a' t' time 
alle loved me as her very life, an' well a knew it, tho' 
»'d tQ mak' as tbo' a didn^t Philip^ wben tbon goes 
conrtin', come t' me, and a'll give tbee many a wrinkle. 
A'^ve abown, too, as a know well bow t' cboose a good 
wife by tokena an' signs, hanttot a, missus. Come t' me^ 
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my lad, and show me t' lass, an' all just tak^ a sqoint 
at her, an' teil yo' if she'll do or not; an' if she'll do, 
a'll teach yo* how to win her." 

"They say another o' yon Comey girls is going to 
be married," said Mrs. Robson, in her faint deliberate 
tones. 

"By gosh, an' it's well thou'st spoke on 'em; a was 
as clean forgettin' it as ever coiild be. A met Nanny 
Comey i' Monkshaven yestreen, and she axed me for 
t' let our Sylvia come o' New-Year's Eve, an' see MoUy 
an' her man, that 'n as is wed beyond Newcassel, 
they'U be over at her feyther's for t' New-Year, an' 
there's to be a merry-making." 

Sylvia's colour came, her eyes brightened, she 
would have liked to go ; but the thought of her 
mother came across her, and her features feil. Her 
mother's eye caught the look and the change, and 
knew what both meant as well as if Sylvia had 
spoken out. 

"Thursday se'nnight," said she, "I'll be rare and 
strong by then, and Sylvia shall go play hersen; she^s 
been nurse-tending long enough." 

"You're but weakly yet," said Philip shortly; he 
did not intend to say it, but the words seemed to come 
out in spite of himself. 

^^A said as our lass should come, God willing, if 
she only came and went, an' thee goin' on sprightly, 
old 'ooman. An' a'll tum nurse-tender mysen for t' 
occasion, special if thou can stand t' good honest smell 
o' whisky by then. So, my lass, get up thy smart 
clothes, and cut t' best on 'em out, as becomes a Preston. 
Maybe, a'll fetch thee home, an' maybe Philip will 
convoy thee, for Nanny Comey bade thee to t' merry- 
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Etnakingf m well. Slie said her measter would be seeing 
thee about t' wool afore then." 
I *'I (lön't think m I can go," eaid Philip, secretly 
klea§ed to know that ho Lad the oppaitunity in hh 
power; **I'iii half bound to go wi* Heater Kose and 
her niothcr to t^ watch -night." 
m "le Hester a Methodee?^' asked Sjlvia in surprise. 
f **No! ßhe^s neitlier a Metiiodee, nor a Friend, nor 
ft Chürch peraon; but she's a tum for serions tliingfl, 
chaose wherever thejr're found." 

**Well then/^ said good-natured Farmer Eobson, 
oüly seöing the siirface of things, "aUl inake shift to 
fetch Sjlvie baok fra' t' meriy-making^ and thee an' 
thy yoUBg wonsan can go to t' prayer-making ; it^s 
every man to his taste, say I." 

Bnt in spite of his half- pro mise, nay agaiost his 

natural inclination, Philip was lured to the Corney's 

by the thought of meeting Sylvia, of watching her 

and exulting in her superiority in prctty looks and 

lys to all the other girls likely to be assenibled. 

ides (he told his conscience) he was pledged to hia 

to watch over Sylvia like a brother. So in the 

1 beiore Kew-Year's Eve, he silently reveUed as 

as «ny young girl in tlie antieipation of the 

happy Coming time» 

Ät this hour, all the actora in this etory Liiving 
played out their parts and gone to their rest, tbere is 
Bomething touching in recording tbe futile efforts made 
by Philip to win froin Sylvia the love he yearned for* 
Bntj at tbe time, any one who had watchod bim migbt 
Itave been amused to see the grave, awkward, piain 
young man «tudying pattems and colours for a new 
waiäteoat, witb bis head a little on one side, after the 
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meditative manner common to those who are cboosing 
a new article of dress. They might haye smiled coold 
they have read in bis imagination the frequent rehear- 
sals of the Coming evening, when he and she should 
each be dressed in their gala attire, to spend a few 
honrs ander a bright, festive aspect, among people 
wbose Company would oblige tbem to assume a new 
demeanour towards each other, not so familiär as their 
everyday manner, but allowing more scope for the ex- 
pression of rustic gallantry. Philip had so seldom 
been to anything of the kind, that, even had Sylvia 
not been going he would have feit a kind of shy 
excitement at the prospect of anything so unusaaL 
But, indeed, if Sylvia had not been going, it is very 
probable that Philipps rigid conscience might have 
been aroused to the question whether such parties 
did not savour too much of the world for him to form 
one in them. 

As it was, however, the facts to him were simply 
these. He was going and she was going. The day 
before, he had hurried off to Haytersbank Farm with 
a small paper parcel in bis pocket — a ribbon with 
a little briar-rose pattern running upon it for Sylvia. 
It was the first thing he had ever ventured to give 
her — the first thing of the kind would, perhaps, be 
more accurate; for when he had first begun to teach 
her any lessons, he had given her Mavor^s Spelling- 
book, but that he might have done, out of zeal for 
knowledge, to any dunce of a little girl of bis ac- 
quaintance. This ribbon was quite a different kind of 
present; he touched it tenderly, as if he were caressing 
it, when he thought of her wearing it; the briar-rose 
(sweetness and thoms) seemed to be the very flower for 
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her; the sofit^ green ground on wbich the piak and 
brown pattem ran, wnn just tbe colour to show off ber 
compiexion» And sbe would in a waj belong to bim: 
Her cotiäiQf hormentorT bor chuperonj ber loveri WLile 
others onlj admired^ ho rnigbt bojie to appropriate; for 
of late tbey had been sucb bapp^ iiiendsf Her motber 
approved of bim, her father liked hira» A few montbs, 
perbaps onlj a few weeks more of self-restraint| and 
tben be Tuigbt go and speak openlj of bia witibeSi and 
what be had to offer. For be bad resolved, witb the 
qniet force of bis character, to wait nutil all was finally 
Bettled between bim and bis masters, before be declared 
bimself to either Byl%ia or her parenta* The interval 
waa apent in patient, silent endeavours to recommend 
bimself* to her. 

He bad to give bia ribbon to bis annt in cbarge 
for Sylvia, and that was a diaappointment io bis lancj, 
aJlboügb be tried to reason biraself into tbinking tbat 
it was better bo. He bad not time to wait for her 
retiirn tVom aome errand on wbicb she bad gone, for 
be WAS daily more and more occupied witli tbe affairs 
}^£ tbe shop. 

Sylvia made many a promise to ber motber, and 
to her seif, that sbe would not stay late at the 

ly, bnt sbe migbt go as oarly üb sbe liked; and 

efore tbe December dayli|^bt had faded away, Sylvia 

Teaented beraclf at tbe Corney's, Sbe was to come 

in ordor to belp to aet out tbe supper, wbich was 

inged in the large old flagged parlonr, wbicb served 

best bed-room. as well It upened out of the houae- 

and was tbe sacred room of the bouse, as 

_ilbers of a similar description are still considered 

retired farni-bouaea in tbe north of England. They 

l%fcm'j Lauer s. L ^ 
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are used on occasions like the one now described for 
purposes of hospitality; but in the State bed, over- 
sbadowing so large a portion of tbe floor, the births 
and, as far as may be, the deaths, of the household 
take place. At the Comey's, the united efifbrts of some 
former generation of the family had produced patch- 
work curtains and coverlet; and patchwork was patch- 
work in those days, before the early Yates and Peels 
had found out the secret of printing the parsley-leaf. 
Scraps of costly Indian chintzes and palempours were 
yitermixed with commoner black and red calico in 
minute hexagons; and the variety of pattems served 
for the useful purpose of promoting conversation as 
well as the more obvious one of displaying the work- 
woman^s taste. Sylvia, for instance, began at once to 
her old Mend, Molly Brunton, who had accompanied 
her into this Chamber to take off her hat and cloak, 
with a remark on one of the chintzes. Stooping over 
the counterpane, with a face into which the flush 
would come whether or no, she said to Molly, 

"Dear! I never seed this one afore — this — for 
all the World like the eyes in a peacock's tail." 

"Thou's seen it many a time and oft, my lass. 
But weren't thou surprised to find Charley here? We 
picked him up at Shields, quite by surprise like; and 
when Brunton and me said as we was Coming here, 
nought would serve him but Coming with us, for t' see 
t' new year in. It*s a pity as your mother's ta'en this 
time for t' fall ill and want yo' back so early." 

Sylvia had taken off her hat and cloak by this 
time, and began to help Molly and a younger un- 
married sister in laying out the substantial supper. 

^^Here," continued Mrs. Brunton; "stick a bit o' 
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hoüy r jon pig*s mouth, that'a the waj we do thiBgs 
l r Newcassel ; but folke iö so behrndhand in Monksliaven, 
It*s a fine thiug to live in a large towu» Sylvia; an' if 
ye're looking out for a biisbandj I'd advise je^ to tak' 
one AS lires in a town. I feel as if I weie biiried alive 
Coming back here, such an ont-o'-th'-way place affcer 
th' 8ide, where there*s many a hnndred carte and car- 
riages goes past in a day. IVe a great mmd for t^ 
take ye two lassieö back wi^ me, and let ye' see a bit 
lO* € World; maybe, I may yet" 

Her sister Bessy loakcd mucb pleascd with tliis 
plaiii but Sylvia was rather inclioed to take offence at 
Molly^ö patronizing ways^ and replißd| - — 

"Fm none so fond o' noise and bnstle; why, yeUl 
not be able to hear yoursels speak wi* all them carts 
and caniages, I'd rather bide at Lome; let alone that 
mother can^t spare mo*" 

It was, perhaps, a ratber nngracious way of an- 
swering Molly Brunton's speecb^ and so sbe feit it to 
be^ altbough ber invitation bad bean none of tbe most 
^urteonsly worded. She irritated Sylvia ßtill furtber 
repeating her last words, 

"*Mother can^t spare me;^ wby, motber *11 have 
spare tbee sometime, when tbe time for wedding 
I Cornea.^' 

"I'ra none going to be wed," said Sylvia; "and if 
were^ Td nover go far fra' mother/^ 
^'Eh! what a spoilt darllng it iu. How Brunton 
Eivill laugh when I teil bim about ye; Brtmton^e a rare 
one for laaghing. It'e a great tbing to have got such 
a merry man for a hnsbsHid, Wby! he has hia joke for 
every one as comea into tb^ sbop; and heUl ha* aome- 
thiBg fmmy to say to eveiy tbing tbia evening.'' 

VI* 



180 sylvia's lovers. 

Bessy saw that Sylvia was annoyed, and, with 
more delicacy than her sister, she tried to tum the 
conversation. 

"That's a pretty ribbon in thy hair, Sylvia; I'd 
like to have one o' th' same pattem. Feyther likes 
picked walnuts stuck about the round o' beef, MoUy." 

"I know what Pm about," replied Mrs. Brunton, 
with a toss of her married head. 

Bessy resumed her inquiry. 

"Is there any more to be had where that come 
fra\ Sylvia?" 

"I don't know," replied Sylvia. "It come fra' 
Foster's, and yo' can ask." 

"What might it cost?" said Bessy, fingering an 
end of it to test its quality. 

"I can't teil," said Sylvia; "it were a present." 

"Niver make ado about t' price," said Molly; "FU 
give thee enough on't to tie up thy hair, just lie Syl- 
via^s. Only thou hast not such wealth o^ curls as she 
has; it'll never look t' same i' thy straight locks. And 
who might it be as give it thee, Sylvia?" asked the un- 
scrupulous, if good-natured Molly. 

"My Cousin Philip, he that's shopman at Foster's," 
said Sylvia, innocently. But it was far too good an 
opportunity for the exercise of Molly's kind of wit for 
her to pass over. 

"Oh, ohi our Cousin Philip is it? and he'U not be 
living so far away from your mother? Pve no need be 
a witch to put two and two together. He's a Coming 
here to-night, isn't he, Bessy?" 

"I wish yo' wouldn't talk so, Molly," said Sylvia; 
"me and Philip is good enough friends, but we 
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niver think on each other in that way; leastways, I 
don't " 

"(Sweet butter! nowthat's my mother^s old-fashioned 
way; as if folks mnst eat Bweet butter now-a-days, be- 
cause her mother did!) That way," continaed MoUy, 
in the manner that annoyed Sylvia so much, repeating 
her words as if for the pnrpose of laughing at them. 
"'That way?' and pray what is the way yo're speaking 
on? I niver said nought about marrying, did I, that 
yo' need look so red and shamefaced about yo'r cousin 
Philip? But as Brunton says, if t' cap fits yo', put it 
on. I'm glad he's Coming to-night tho\ for as I'm done 
makin' love and courtin', its next best to watch other 
folks; an' yo'r face, Sylvia, has letten me into a secret, 
38 I'd some glimpses on, afore I was wed." 

Sylvia secretly determined not to speak a word 
more to Philip than she conld help, and wondered how 
she could ever have liked Molly at all, much less have 
made a companion of her. The table was now laid 
out, and nothing remained but to criticise the arrange- 
ment a little. 

Bessy was füll of admiration. 

"There, Molly!" said she. "Yo' never saw more 
▼ittle brought together i' Xewcassel, I'U be bound; 
there'll be above half a hundredweight o' butcher's 
meat, besides pies and custards. I've eaten no dinner 
these two days for thinking on 't; it's been a weary 
burden on my mind, but it's off now I see how well it 
looks. I told mother not to come near it tili we'd 
epread it all out, and now I'll go fetch her." 

Bessy ran off into the house-place. 
"It's well enough in a country kind o' way," said 
Molly, with the faint approbation of ooudeac/o^vu^ 
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"But if rd thought on I'd ha' brought 'em down a 
beast or two done in spooge-cake, wi' currants for liis 
eyes to give t' table an air." 

The door was opened, and Bessy came in smiling 
and blushing with proud pleasore. Her mother fol- 
lowed her on tip-toe, smoothing down her apron, and 
with her voice subdued to a whisper: 

^*Ay, my lass, it is fine! But dunnot make an 
ado abont it, let 'em think it's just our common way. 
If any one says ought about how good t' vittle is, t«i' 
it calm, and say we'n better i' t' house, — it'll mak' 
'em eat wi' a better appetite, and think the more on 
US. Sylvie, Tm much beholden t' ye for Coming so 
early, and helping t' lasses, but yo' mun come in t' 
house-place now, t' folks is gathering, an yo'r cousin^s " 
been asking after yo' a'ready." 

Molly gave her a nudge, which made Sylvia's face 
go all aflame with angry embarrassment. She was 
conscious that the watching which Molly had threat- 
ened her with began directly; for Molly went up to 
her husband, and whispered something to him which 
set him off in a chuckling laugh, and Sylvia was 
aware that his eyes foUowed her about with knowing 
looks all the evening. She would hardly speak to 
Philip, and pretended not to see his out-stretched 
hand, but passed on to the chimney-comer, and tried 
to shelter herseif behind the broad back of Fanner 
Comey, who had no notion of relinquishing his cus- 
tomary place for all the young people who ever came 
to the house, — or for any old people either, for that 
matter. It was his household throne, and there he sat 
with no more idea of abdicating in favour of any 
comer than King George at St. James's. But he was 
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glad to see his frienda-, and had paid tbena tlie un- 
wonted compliment of shaving on a week-day^ and 
pEttmg on hU Bunday eoat. The nnited efforts of 
wife and cliüdren had failed to persuade him to make 
any farther cban^ in Im attire; to all tlieir argnmenta 
«n this head ho bad Feplied: 

*^*Them as doesn^t like to see me i' mj work^a-day' 
eacnt and breeches ma^ bide aT^-ay.'* 

It was the longest aentence he said that day, but 
le repeated it several times over. He vas glad enough 
to see sll the young pcople, but they were not "of his 
kidney," as he expressed it to him seif, and he did not 
feel any call npon him seif to entertain them. He left 
that to his bustling wife, all emartness and smilGS^ and 
to bis daughters and son-in-law. Hia efforts at lioB- 
pitality consisted in sitting still, smoking bis pip©^ 
when any one came, he took it ont of bis month for 
an instant, and nodded his he ad in a cheerful fiiendly 
Tray> witbout a word of speecb; and then retnrned to 
his sjyoking with the greater relish for the moment's 
mtermission. He tbonght to him seif: — 

**They're a sot o^ yonng chaps aa think more on t' 
laases than on ^bacty; — they 'II find ont their miatake 
time; — giye ^em time, give 'em tirae" 

And before eight o'clock, he went as qnietly as a 
man of twelve stone can upstaira to bed, having made 
& previous arrangement with hia wife that she sbould 
briitg bim Tip about two pounds of splced beef, and a 
bot tumbler of stiff grog, But at the beginning of the 
evening he formed a good screen for Sylvia, who was 
rather a favourite with the old man^ for twice he spoke 
her* 

**Feyther amokes?'' 
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"Yes," Said Sylvia. 

"Reach me t' baccy-box, my lass," 

And that was all the conversation that passed be- 
tween her and her nearest neighbour for the first quarter 
of an hour after she came into Company. 

But, for all her screen, she feit a pair of eyes were 
fixed upon her with a glow of admiration deepening 
their honest brightness. Somehow, look in what direc- 
tion she would, she caught the glance of those eyes 
before she could see anything eise. So she played 
with her apron-strings, and tried not to feel so con- 
scious. There were another pair of eyes, — not such 
beautiful, sparkling eyes, — deep-set, eamest, sad, 
nay even gloomy, watching her every movement; but 
of this she was not aware. Philip had not recovered 
from the rebuff she had given him by refusing his 
offered band, and was standing still, in angry silence, 
when Mrs. Comey thrust a young woman just arrived 
upon his attention. 

"Come, Measter Hepbum, here's Nancy Pratt 
wi'out ev'n a soul to speak t' her, an' yo' moping there. 
She says she knows yo' by sight fra' having dealt at 
Foster's these six year. See if yo' can't find summut 
t' say t' each other, for I mun go pour out tea. Dixons, 
an' Walkers, an' Elliotts, an' Smiths is come," said 
she, marking off the families on her fingers, as she 
looked round, and called over their names; "an' there's 
only Will Latham an' his two sisters, an' Roger Har- 
bottle, an' Taylor t' come; an' they'll tum up afore 
tea s ended." 

So she went off to her duty at the one table, which, 
placed alongside of the dresser, was the only article of 
fumiture left in the middle of the room: all the seats 






img arranged as dose to the foiir walk as could be 
mana^tid:. The candlea of thoso day& gave but a faint 
ligbt compared to the ligbt of the immense fire, wliich 
U was a point of Lospitalitj to kcep at the high est 
toaring blaaing pitch; the young women oceupied the 
seAtä, with thö exception of two or three of the eider 
ones, who, iii an eager desire to show their eapability 
insisted on helping Mrs, Comey in her duties^ very 
müch to her annoyancei as there were certain littlo 
eontiiTances for eking out Cream, and adjusting the 
fitrengtb of the cnps of tea to tho worldly position of 
the intendod drinkers, whicb she did not Hke every 
one to see. The young men, — whom t^a did not 
embolden, aud wbo bad as yet had no chance of 
stronger üquor^ clnstered in rustic ßbyness round the 
door, not speaking even to themselvea, except now and 
then, when one, apparently the wag of the party, 
made Boine wbispered remark, which set them all off 
langhing*, but in a minute tbey cbeeked themselve«, 
BSid passe d the back of their hands acroas their mouthe 
to compose tbat nnlucky feature, and then öome would 
try to fix their eyes on the rafters of the ceiling, in a 
manner whicfa was decoroua if rather abstracted from 

le business in band, Most of these were young 
farmers, with wbom Philip had nothing in common^ 
and from whom, in shy reserye^ be bad withdrawn 
himaelf when he firat came in. But now he wished 
himself aniong thera sooner than set to talk to Nancy 
Pratt, when he had nothing- to say. And yct ho might 
have had a eoropanion less to hia mind, for öhe was 
a deeent young woman of a sober age, le§s inclined to 
giggle tban many of the younger ones. But all the 
time tkat he was making common-place remarks to her 



186 sylvia's lovers. 

he was wondering if he had offended Sylvia, and why 
she wonld not shake hands with him, and this pre- 
occupation of his thoughts did not make him an 
agreeable companion. Nancy Pratt, who had been 
engaged for some years to a mate of a whallng-ship, 
perceived something of his State of mind, and took no 
offence at it; on the contrary, she tried to give him 
pleasure by admiring Sylvia. 

"IVe often heerd teil on her," said she, "but I 
niver thought she'd be so pretty, and so staid and 
quiet-like too. T^ most part o* girls as has looks like 
hers are always gape-gazing to catch other folks^s eyes, 
and see what is thought on ^em; bat she looks just 
like a child, a bit flostered wi' Coming into Company, 
and getting into as dark a comer and biding as still 
as she can." 

Just then Sylvia lifted np her long, dark lashes, 
and catching the same glance which she had so o£tGa 
met before — Charley Kinraid was standing talking 
to Brunton on the opposite side of the fireplace — 
she Started back into the shadow as if she had not ex- 
pected it, and in so doing spilt her tea all over her 
gown. She coold almost have cried, she feit herseif 
so awkward, and as if everything was going wrong 
with her; she thought that every one would think she 
had never been in Company before, and did not know 
faow to behave; and while she was thus fluttered and 
crimson, she saw through her tearful eyes Kinraid on 
his knees before her, wiping her gown with his silk 
pocket handkerchief , and heard him speaking through 
all the buzz of commiserating voices. 

"Your cupboard handle is so much i' th* way, — 
I hurt my elbow against it only this very aftemoon/' 
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So perhaps it was no clumsinöss of berat — ^ 
Üiej would all kuow, now, since he had so akilfuUj 
laiil the blame Bomewhere eise; and after all it tumed 
oüt that lior accident had been tbe meaüs of bringing 
bim across to her aide, whicb was mueb more pleasaut 
tUan liaviug bim opposite, starLng' at ber; for now he 
began to talk to her, and thiö was very pleasant al- 
ibough sbe was rather embarraased at their iSte^ä^tete 
at first* 

^'I did not know you again when I first saw 70U," 
gald ho, in a tone whicb implied a good deal more than 
was ottered in words. 

*^I knowed yo* at once/* she replied, softly, and 
ihen ehe btusbed and played with her apron strtngs, 
and wondered if sbe ougbt to have confesäed to the 
de am es s of her recollection. 

**YouVe growii up into — weü^ perbapa it's not 
manneis to say wbat you're grown ioto — auybow^ I 
eban^t f'orget yo^ again." 

More playing witb her apron etringi and bead hung 
still lowor down, tbbugh tbe corners of ber montb would 
gü up in a ßby smile of pleasure, Philip watcbed it 
all as greedily aa if it gave him delight. 

"Yo'r fatber, hell be well and hearty, I hope?" 

:ed Charley, 
Tes," replied Sylvia, and then sbe wished sbe 
originate aom© remark; be would tbink ber so 
if abe just kept on sajing such little nhort bits 
of speeebesi and if lie tbougbt ber stupid b© might 
perhapa go away again to bis former place. 

But he was qnite far enougb gone in loye of her 
beanty^ and pretty modeat waya, not to care mucb 
whetber she talked or not, so long as sbe sbowed her- 
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seif so pleasinglj conscious of his close neighbour- 
hood. 

"I must come and see tlie old genüeman; and yonr 
mother, too," he added more slowljr, for he remembered 
that his Visits last jear had not been qnite so mnch 
welcomed bj Bell Bobson as bj her hnsband; perhaps 
it was because of the amonnt of drink which he and 
Daniel managed to get through of an evening. He 
resolved this year to be more carefol to please the 
mother of Sylvia. 

When tea was ended there was a great busde and 
shifting of places, while Mrs. Comey and her danghters 
carried out trays fuH of nsed cnps, and great platters 
of oneaten bread and butter into the back-kitchen, to 
be washed np after the gnests were gone. Jnst be- 
cause she was so conscious that she did not want to 
move, and break up the litüe conversation between 
herseif and Kinraid, Sylvia forced herseif to be as 
active in the service going on as became a Mend of 
the house; and she was too much her mother's own 
daughter to feel comfortable at leaving all the things 
in the disorder which to the Comey girls was second 
nature. 

^*This milk mun go back to t' dairy, I reckony** 
Said she, loading herseif with milk and cream. 

"Ne'er fash thysel' about it," said Nelly Comey, 
*^ Christmas comes but onest a year, if it does go sour; 
and mother said she have a game at forfeits first thing 
after tea to loosen folks*s tongues, and mix np t* lads 
and lasses, so come along." 

But Sylvia steered her carefol way to the cold chill 
of the dairy, and would not be satisfied tili she had 
carried away all the unused provision into some fresher 
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air than that heated bj the fires and ovens uaed for 
the long day's cooking of pies and cakes and mach 
roast meat. 

When tliey came back a rotmd of red-faced "lads," 
m yoiing men up to üve-and-thirtj are called in Lanca- 
ähire and Yorkshire if they are not married before^ and 
lasses, whose age was not to be defined^ were plajing 
at some eountry game, in which tbe woraen were ap- 
parently more intereated tban tbe men, who looked 
shamefaced^ and afraid of each otJier^s ridicule. Mrg. 
Comey» liowever, knew how to remedy this, and at a 
sign frora ber a great jng of beer was brought in* 
This jug was the pride of her beart» and was in tbe 
flbape of a fat man in white knee-breeches, and a 
thi'ee-comered hat; with one arm be supportcd the pipe 
in bis broad, smiling mouth, and the other was place d 
akimbo and formed the handle* Tbere was also a 
great ehina punchbowl fillcd witb grog made after an 
old ahip- receipt current in these parta^ but not too 
strong, because if their visitors bad too rauch to drink 
at that early part of the evening'^St wonld spoil the 
fim/' m Nelly Comey had obsexved. Her father, bow- 
ever, after the notions of hospitaHty prevaleut at that 
time in bigber eircles, bad stipulated that oacb man 
should have **enough'' before he left the house; enougb 
loeaning in Monkahaven parlance tbe liberty of gettiog 
dmak, if they thought fit to do it 

Before long, oae of tbe lads was seized witli a fit 
of admiration lor Toby — the name of the old gentle- 
man who eontaiaed liqnor — and went up to the tray 

a closer inspection. He was epeedily followed by 
ber arpateurö of cnriottH earthenware; and by-and-hy 

Brunton (who had beeii cbarged hy his mother-in- 
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law with the due supplying of liquor — by big father- 
in-law that every man sliould have bis fill, and by bis 
wife and ber sisters tbat no one sbould bave too mncb, 
at any rate at tbe beginning of tbe evening), tbougbt 
fit to carry out Toby to be replenisbed; and a faster 
spirit of enjoyment and mirtb began to reign in tbe 
room. 

Kinraid was too well seasoned to care wbat amoont 
of liquor be drank; Pbilip bad wbat was called a weak 
4iead, and disliked muddling bimself witb drink be- 
cause of tbe immediate consequences of intense feelings 
of irritability, and tbe more distant one of a racking 
beadacbe next day; so botb tbese two preserved very 
mucb tbe same demeanour tbey bad beld at tbe be- 
ginning of tbe evening. 

Sylvia was by all acknowledged and treated as tbe 
belle. Wben tbey played at blind-man's-buff, go where 
sbe would, sbe was always caugbt; sbe was called out 
repeatedly to do wbat was required in any game, as if 
all bad a pleasure in seeing ber ligbt figure and deft 
ways. Sbe was sufficiently pleased witb all tbis to 
bave got over ber sbyness witb all except Gbarley. 
Wben otbers paid ber tbeir rustic compliments sbe 
tossed ber bead, and made ber little saucy repartees; 
but wben be said sometbing low and flattering, it was 
too boney-sweet to ber beart to be tbrown off tbus. 
And, somebow, tbe more sbe yielded to tbis fascination 
tbe more sbe avoided Pbilip. He did not speak flatter- 
ingly — be did not pay compliments — be watched 
ber witb discontented, longing eyes, and grew more in- 
clined every moment, as be remembered bis anticipa- 
tion of a bappy evening, to cry out in bis beart vanit<M 
vanit(xtum» 
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And now camo crjnig tbe forfeitB* MoUy Brünton 
aelt dowD, her face biiried in her mother^s lap^ the 
atter took out tbe forfcits one by one, and äs she held 
bem up, she said the acciistomed formtila, — 

'^A fine thing and a very fine thing, what nmst he 
she) do who owns this thing?" 
One or two had been told to kneel to the prettie.st, 
ow to the T^'ittiest, and kiaa those they Wed best; 
bthers had had to bite an inch off the poker, or such 
plays lipon wordf?* And now came Sylvia's pretty new 
ribbon that Philip had gly^m her (he almost louged to 
anatch it out of Mra* Comey^s bands and bum it be- 
fore all their faces, so annoyed was he with the whole 
affair). 

**A fine thing and a very fine thing — a most par- 
tieular fine tbitig — choose how she came bj it. What 
must she do m owns this thing^?" 

"She must blow out V candle and kiss t' candle- 
duck:' 

In one inätant Xinraid had hold of the only candle 
within reacb, all the others had been put up high on in- 
accessible shelves and other places. Sylvia went np and 
Jew out the candle^ and before the sudden paiiial 
rkuess was over he had taken tbe candle ioto bis 
^ers and , according to the traditional meaning of the 
rords, was in the place of the candle-stiek^ and as 
such was to be kissed, Every one laughed at innocent 
BylYia'ß face as the meaning of her penanee came into 
it, eveiry one bnt Philip, who almost choked. 

*'I'jn candlestick," said Kinraid, with less of trinmph 
in bis voice than he would have had with any other 
giil in the room. 
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"Yo' mun kiss t' candlestick," cried the Comeys, 
"or you'll niver get your ribbon back." 

"And she sets a deal o^ störe by that ribbon," said 
MoUy Brunton, maliciously. 

"m none kiss t^ candlestick, nor him either," said 
Sylvia, in a low voice of determination, tuming away, 
füll of confusion. 

"Yo'll not get yo'r ribbon if yo' dunnot," cried one 
and all. 

"I don't care for t' ribbon," said she, flashing up 
with a look at her tormentors, now her back was tumed 
to Kinraid. "An' I won't play any more at such like 
games," she added, with fresh Indignation rising in 
her heart as she took her old place in the comer of 
the room a little away from the rest. 

Philip's spirits rose, and he yearned to go to her 
and teil her how he approved of her conduct Alas, 
Philip! Sylvia, though as modest a girl as ever lived, 
was no prüde, and had been brought up in simple, 
straightforward country ways; and with any other 
young man, excepting, perhaps, Philip's seif, she would 
have thought no more of making a rapid pretence of 
kissing the band or cheek of the temporary "candle- 
stick," than our ancestresses did in a much higher 
rank on similar occasions. Kinraid, though mortified 
by his public rejection, was more conscious of this 
than the inexperienced Philip; he resolved not to be 
baulked, and watched his opportunity. For the time 
he went on playing as if Sylvia's conduct had not af- 
fected him in Üie least, and as if he was hardly aware 
of her defection £rom the game. As she saw others 
submitting, quite as a matter of course, to similar 
penances, she began to be angry with herseif for having 
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^ought twico aboiit it, and almost to dislike kerself 
for the Strange consciousness wbich bad made it at the 
time soGm imposeible to do what abe was told. Her 
©yes kept filiing with tears as bcr isolated position in 
the gay party^ tbe tbougbt of wbat a fool sbe had 
made of h erseif ^ kept recurring to ber mind; but no 
one SQ.W her, sbe thongbt, tbuij crying; and, aabained 
to be diaeovered wben tbe party sbould pause in tlieir 
game, sbe stole round behind tbetn into tbe great 
Chamber in wbich sbe bad bclped to lay the supper, 
with the jutention of bat hing her eyeü, aod taking a 
drink of water. One instant Charley Kinraid was 
missicg from the circle of wbich be was tbe life and 
ßoul ; and then back be came with an air of satisfaction 
on bis face, intelligible enough to tbose who had seen bis 
game; but umioticed by Philip, who^ amidst tbe pei^ 
petual noiee and movemente around bim, bad not 
perceived Sylvia's leaving the reom» untii sbe came 
back at tho end of about a quarter of an bour, looking 
lovelier than ever, ber complexion brilliant, her eyea 
drooping^ her hair neatly and fresbly arranged, tied 
with a brown ribbon instead of that sbe was supposed 
to have forfeited. She h>üked as if sbe did not wisb 
her retnm to be noticod, stealing softly bebind tbe 
rompiug lads and laases with notseless motioos, and 
altogether snch a contra st to them in ber cool fresbness 
and m od est neatness, tbat botb Kinraid aad Philip 
fotmd it difficult to keep tbeir eyes off ber. Bat the 
former had a secret ttiumpb in bis heart wbich enabled 
bim to go on witb bis merry-making as if it absorbed 
hiin; wbile Philip dropped out of tbe crowd and came 
jip to wbere she was stand ing silently by Mrs, Comey, 
irho, arms akiniho, was langhing at the frolic and fun 
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arountl her. Sylvia stai-ted a Uttlö wlieu PliUip spoke, 
and kept her soft eyea averted irom Hm after tho first 
glance^ aheanäwered bim shortly, Imtwith unaceuetomed 
geutleaesH, He had anly asked har when slio would 
like him to take bei* bome; and she, a litüe surprised 
at tbe idea of goiug bome whßa to bor tbe eveiiiiig 
seemed onlj beginning, bad aoswered, ^- 

"Go home? I don't know! It^s New Year's eve!" 

*-Ay! but yd*r motber'll lio awake tili yo" come 
bome, Sylvia!" 

Bat Mtb. Comoy, bavlng board bis questioiii broke 
in witb all sorts of upbraidingii. Go home! Not se© 
tbe New Year in! Why^ wbat should take tbcm home 
tbese six boiurs? Wasn't tliere a moon as clear as day? 
and did auch a time as tbjs ccime ofton? And wore 
tbey to break np the party before tbe New Year came 
in? And was there not supper, witb a spiced round 
of beef tbat bad becn in pickle pretty nigb sin' Mar- 
tinmas > aud bamB, and minee-piesi and wbat not? And 
if tbey thought any evil of ber maf^ter's going to bed, 
or tbat by that early retirement he meaiifc to imply tbat 

did not bid bis triends welcome, why he would not 
ij np bejond eight o'clock for Kmg George lipon bis 
throne, as he'd teil them soon enougb, if tbey^d only 
Step npstairs and ask bim. Well; she knowed wbat it 
wai to want a daughter wben she was ailing, so she'd 
aay noiight more, but basten supper. 

And thia idea now took posaession of Mrs. Corney^s 
mind, for ehe would not williugly allow one of her 
guestfl to leave before tbey had doiie justice to bor pre- 
parations; and» cutting her speech short, ehe bastily 
left Sylvia and Philip togetber, 

Kis beart beat fast; his feeling towarda her had 
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fnever been so stroB|§;^ or so distinct as since her refusal 
to kisB the ^^candlestick." He was oa tbe point df 
epeaking, of sayiüg somethmg cxplicitlj tender, when 
the w 00 den treneher whieh the party were using at 
their play, came bowling between him and Sylvia, and 
spun out its little period right betwixt them, Every 
one was moving from chair to chair, and when the 
bastle was over Sylvia was aeated at some distance 
fifom hiiBj and h© left standing onteidc the circleT as 
if he were not playing. In fact, Sylvia had ancon- 
Bclously taken Ms place aa actor m the game while he 
remained spectator; and as it tnmed out, an auditor of 
a eonversation not intended f'or his ears. He was 
wedged against the wall, close to the great eight-day 
dock, with its round moou-Hke smiling face forming a 
liidicrous contrast to his long, sallow, grave couutenancei 
wMch was pretty much at the same level above the 
sanded floor. Before him sat Molly Brunton and one 
of her sistei-Si their heada close together in too deej* 
lalk to attend to the progresa of the game, Philip'a 
attention was cau^ht by the worda — 

^Til lay any wager he kissed her when he ran off 
ato t' parlour'' 

**She*s so coy she'd never let him/' replied Beaey 

iCoroey. 

"She couldn't help hcrseV; and for all she looks so 

-demure and prim now^' (and then both heads wexe 
lumed in the dxrection of Sylvia), "'l'm as sure as Tm 

^%üm that Charley is not t' chap to lose his forfeit; and 
yet yo* see he says uought more about it, and she's 
left off bemg Teared of him*" 

There was something in Sylvia's look, ay, and in 
Charley Kinraid'e, too, that shot conviction into Phl- 

13* 
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ljp*s mmd. He watched tliem incössantlj dm*mg the 
interval beforo supper j ihej were intiinatet aad yet 
ßhj with each otber^ in a maimer that enragcd while 
jt bewHdcred Philip. Wüat was Cliarley sayiiig to ber 
in tbat wbisp^red voicö, as ihey passed each otber? 
Wby did tliey lingcr near eacb otber? Wliy did 
Sylvia look io dreamily bappy, so startled at every 
call of tbe g'amc» as if recalled from some pleaaant 
idea, Wliy did Kinraid'a eyes always aeek ber wbile 
hers were avertöd, or down-cast, and ber cheeks all 
aflame? Philip' b dark brow grew darker m ho gazed. 
He, toOi Started when Mi's. Comey, close at bis elbow, 
Imde bim go in to supper alottg witb some of tbe eider 
ones, wlio were not playin g; for tbe parlour was not 
Jarge enoügh to bold all at once, even witb tbe squeez- 
ing and eramming, and sitting togetber on cbairs, 
wbicb was not at all out of etiq nette at Monkshaven. 
Philip was too reaerved to express bis disappointment 
fßßä. annoyance at being tlma arrested in bis painfnl 
*^W^xih over Sylvia ; but he had no a[jpetite ior the 
good tbings aet before bim, and tbttnd it bard work to 
Bmile a aickly sraile when called upon by Joaiab Pratt 
for applaniie at sonie coimti'y joke. When snpper was 
endcd, there was aome little diseuasion between Mrs. 
Corney and ber son-in-law m to wbetber tbe different 
iudividuals of tbe Company ahouhi be called upoQ for 
aongfl or storiea, as was tbe wont at such eouvivial 
meetings, Brunton had been helping bis motber-in-Iaw 
in urging people to eat, beaping tbeir plates over their 
ßhoulders witb unexpected good tbingSj tiliing tbe 
glas&es at tbe npper end of the table, and tbe mugs 
wbicb siipplied tlie doficiency of glasöes at tbe Iower. 
And now every one being aatisfied, not to say stuBed 
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to rep!eii()n, the two wlio had betjn attending to tlieir 
wants stood still ^ Lot Änd exhaiisted, 

*'TlieyVe a'most atawed," said ÄIrs, Comej, with a 
pleosed smile. ^^It will bß manners to ask some one an 
knows how to sing'/' 

"It may be manners ibr fall men, bat not for fast- 
lag," replied Brunton. "Folks in t' next roora will b© 
wanting tbeir victualj and aiEging Ib Mojb out o' tuU6 
to empty bdlies/^ 

"But there's tliem iiere a^ Ul take it ill if tliej're 
not askcd, I lieerd Josiali Pratt a Clearing liis tliroat 
not a miaute agOj an' he tliiuk); as much ou Ui.s siDging 
SS a cock doöB Ott his crowing." 

"If oue sings Tm feared all on ^em will like to liear 
tbeir own pipes." 

But tbeir dilemina was solved by Bessy Comay, 
who opened tbe door to see if tho Imngry ones outside 
miglit not coine in for their share of the <3T]tertainment; 
and in they riisiied, bright and riotout?, äcarcely giving 
the first party tirne to rise from tbeir scatfj ere they 
took tbeir plaeea. One or two youag inenj released 
from all their previous shyness, helped Mrs. Comey 
and ber dangbters to carry off öucb dfahes as were 
aetually empty. Tb ere was no time for changing or 
wasbing of platea; but tUen, aa Mra. Comey laughingly 
observed, 

'''WaVe a* on us friiinds, and some on tis mayhap 
eetbearts; so no iieed to be parti ciliar about plates, 
Them as gets clean ones in ktcky; and tbem as doesn^t, 
and eannot put up wi' plates tbat has becn uscd, must 
go withüut." 

It see med to be Philipps luck this night to be pent 
iip m places^ for again the Space between tbe benehea 
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and the wall was filled np by tlie in-msh before he 
had time to make bis waj out; and all he could do 
was to sit quiet where he was. Bat betwe^i the bosy 
heads and over-reaching arms he conld see Gbarley 
and Sylvia, sitting close together, talking and listening 
more than eatmg. She was in a new stränge State of 
happiness not to be reasoned about, or accoonted for, 
but in a State of more exquisite feeling than she had 
ever experienced before; when, suddenly lifting her 
eyes, she caught Philipps face of extreme displeasure. 

"Oh," Said she, "I must go. There's ^hilip look- 
ing at me so." 

"Philip!" Said Kinraid, with a sudden fi*own upon 
bis face. 

"My Cousin," she replied, instinctively comprehend- 
ing what had flashed into bis mind, and anxious to 
disclaim the suspicion of having a loyer. "Mother 
told bim to see me home, and he^s noan one for stay- 
ing up late." 

"But you need not go. TU see yo' home." 

"Mother's but ailing," said Sylvia, a little con-s 
science-smitten at having so entirely forgotten every- 
thing in the delight of the present, "and I said I 
wouldn^t be late." 

"And do you allays keep to your word?" asked 
he with a tender meaning in bis tone. 

"Allays; leastways I think so," replied she blush- 
ing. 

"Then if I ask you not to forget me, and you 
give me your word, I may be sure you'll keep it" 

"It was not I as forgot you," said Sylvia, so softly 
as not to be heard by bim. 

He tried to make her repeat what she had said, 
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ut slie would not^ and he CDtild oiily eonjecture that 
it was 80m€?tiiing" more teil- 1 Ale than she likod to mij 
again, and that alone was verj cbarmin^ to him* 

"I fthall walk home with you," said he, m Sylvia 
at last rose to depart, warned by a further glimpse of 

C Philipp sjigrj face. 
i "Nor' said she hastily, '*I can't do with ye;" for 
somehow she feit the need of pacifying^ Philip, and 
inew in ber heart tUat a third person joinirxg their 
iSle^a-tete walk would only increaae his diapleasure. 
'*Wliy not?" said Charley, sharply, 
i "OhI I don't know, only please don'tl" 
By thia titne her cloak aod hood were on, and she 
was slowly making her way down her side of the room 
foUowed hy Charley, and often intemipted by indi^ant 
remonatrances against her depaiture, and the early 
breakin^-up of the party. Philip stood, hat in hand, 
in the door-way between the kitchen and parlonr, 
watching her so intently that he forgot to be civil, 
and drew many a jeat and gihe upon him for his ah- 
Borption in his pretty consin. 

When Sylvia reached him, he aaid^ 
*'YoVe ready at lasst, aro ye?" 
"Tes," she replied in her little heseeching tone* 
"ToVe not been wanting to go long, hau yo? I ha 
nt jnat eaten my snpper.^* 

** Yo Ve been so füll of talk, that^s been the reaaon 

yonr snpper lasted so long. That fellow's noan going 

wi* tiß?'* Said he sharply^ as he saw Kinraid riimmaging 

for his cap in a heap of men's clothes, thrown into the 

lack kitchen. 

"No," Said Sylvia, in affright at Philipps fierce look 
and passionate tone* *M telled him not.*^ 
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But at tliat momcnt the heavj outer door was 
opeued by Daniel EobsoE liimself — bright, broad and 
rosy, a jolly impersonation of Winter, His large 
drover^s coat was covered with snow-flakes, and througb 
tbö black frame oF the doorway migbt be seeo a white 
waste World of swoeping feil and field, with the dark 
air filled witb tUe pure down-falL Bübson atamped 
hiö snow-laden feet and sbook hiraaelf well, still stand- 
ing on the mat, and letting a cold frosty current of 

'.£rGih air into the great warm kitchen. He laughed at 

^äiem all before he spoke. 

"It^a a could new year ae Vm letting in, though 
it's noan t' new year yet Yo'll a* be snowed up as 
iure as my namens Daniel if yo' stop for tweF o^cloek^ 
Yo'd better make haste and go whoam. Why^ Charley, 
nay ladl how beest ta? who'd ha' tliought o' seeing 
thee i' these parts again! Nay, missus, nay, new year 
must find ita way in£' t' house by itseF for mo^ for a 
ha^ promiaed my oud wo man to bring Sylvie whoam 
aa quick as maybe^ ahe^a lying awake and frettiög 
aboüt t' anow and what not* Thänk yo* kindly» 
misßus, but aUl tak nougbt to eat; just a drop o^ 
somethmg hot to keep out could, and wiah yo* a* tbe 
eompliments o' the season. Philip, my man^ yoll not 
be sorry to be spared € walk round by Hayterabank 
such a night. My missus were in such a way ab out 
Sylvie that a though t a'd just step off mysel, and have 
a peep at yo' a\ and bring her some wrapa. To'r 
eheep will be a* folded, a reckon, Meaater Pratt, for 
therell neW be a nibble o' graas to be seen this two 
month, according to my reading^ and aVe beeo at &ea 
long enough^ and on land long euough to know signs 
and wonders, It'a good stuff that, any way, and 
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waiili Coming for," after he had gulped down a 

tmnblerful of lialf-and-half grog. ''Kiuraidi if tlioii 

doesn't come and see me afore thouVt many dajs older 

ee and mc will have words. Come, Sjlvie, what ait 

about^ keeping rae here? Here'a IrÜstress Coroey 

g m© anotber jonitn. Well, tliis time aUl giv© 

T' niarriod happy, and f Single wedT" 

Sylvia was all thia while standing^ by bor fatber 
uite ready for departure^ and not a little relieved by 
appearance aö her coDvoy bome. 
**"I'm ready to se© HaytGrsbank to-night, raastarl" 
Said Kinraid witb easy freedora — a freedom wbich 
Pbilip envded but could not bave imitatedj al- 
tboogh be wm deeply disappointed at tlie loss of bis 
walk witb Sylvia^ wben be bad intended to exercbe 
tbe power bis auiit had delegafeed to hiin of remon- 
Btrance if ber bebavioiir had been ligbt er tboughtlesüj 
and of waming if hc saw üause to diBapprove of aiiy 
of her associateB. 

!A£lt6r the Kobsons bad Icftj a blank fcU npon both 
■loy and Philip. In a few mmates, however, tbe 
bnnerj accnstomed to prompt decision^ resolved tbat 
sbe and no other sboald be bis wife, Accnstomed to 
popnlarity among women, and weil versed in the in- 
cipietit öiguö of their liking for bim , be anticipated no 
difEctilty in winning her. Satiöfied witb tbe paat, and 
pleasantly bopeful about the futnre, he found it eaay 
to turn bis attention to tbe next prettieat girl in the 
room, and to niake tbe wbole gatbering bright with 
bis ready good- temper and buoyant apirit 

Mra* Corney bad feit it her dnty to presa Pbilip 

8t&y, now tbatj as sbe aaid, he bad no one but bim- 

to see hoioe, and the oew year eo ncar Coming in. 
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To tmy onc eise in tlie room slie would Iiavc aclded 
the cliucliitj^ argumenta '"A sliall take it veiy UBkiöd 
if 70' go now^" but somehow ehe could not iay tliis, 
for in trutb PMHp's look »howed that hc would be but 
a wct blanket on tLe meiTiment of the partj. So, 
with m mucb civüity as could bo mustered up between 
tbem, bo took loave. Sbuttmg tbe door beLind bim, 
he went out into the drearj^ night, and began bis lone- 
some walk back to Monk^haven. The cold aleet 
almost blinded hltn as the sea-wind drove it straight 
in hi;^ face; it cnt against hSm aa it was blown with 
drit'ting force. The roar r>f the wiHtry sea came bonie 
on thi? breeze; there was more ligbt tVom tbe whitened 
ground tlian from the dark laden sky above. Tbe 
iield-paths would bave beeu a matter of perplexity, 
had it not beon for the well-know^n gaps in tbe dyke- 
side, whieh showed tbe whitened land beyoud, between 
the two dark stone walk, Yet be went clear and 
ötraigbt aloug hh way, baving unconscioudy left all 
guidancB to the animal instinct whicb eo-exists with 
the human bouI, Äud sometimea takes stränge eh arge 
of the human body, when all the nobler powers of the ■ 
individual are absorbed in acute suffering, At length ■ 
be was in tbe laue, tüiling up tbe hill, from wbicb, by 
day, Monkuhaven migbt be seeo. New äH features of 
the landscape bcfore him were lont in the darknese of 
öiglit, against wliich tbe white flakes came cloeer and 
neareTj thicker and faster. On a suddeu^ the bells of 
Monkshaven church rang out a welcome to tbe new 
year^ 1796. From tbe direetiou of tlio wind, it seemed 
as if tbo sound was flung witb streugtb and power 
right into Philip'a face» He walked down the hill to 
its moiry sound — itö inerry so und, bis heavy beart* 
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lg "he enterexi thc ]ön^ High Street of Monkshaven, 
Le could see tbe watchin^ lighta put Oüt in parlour, 
Chamber, or kitchen» TLö new jear had come, and 
expectatiön wag ended. Reality had begun. 

He tumed to the rigbt^ iüto the court where he 
lodged with Alice Kose, There was a light still 
bürning^ there, and cbeerful voices were beard- He 
opened the door; Alice, hör daughter, and Coulson 
stood as if awaiting him. Heater^ß wct cloak bung on 
a chair hefore the fire; she had her hood on^ for she 
and Conlsön had been to the watchnight* 

Tbe solemn excitement of the Services had left its 
traces upon her coimtenance and in her mind, There 
was a Spiritual light in her uaiially shadowed eyes, 
ind a sligLt flusb on her pale cheek* Merely per- 
ional and selt-conscieus feelings were merged in a 
loviug good-will to all her fellow-creatnres. Un der 
the iniluence of tbis large charity, she forgot her 
habitual reserve^ and came forward as Philip entered 
to meet him with her New Year's wishes — wishea 
that she had prerioiisly interchanged witb the other 
iwo. 

" A bappy New Year to jtj% Philip, and may God 
have you in Hia keeping all tbe days thereofP' 

He took her band, and shook it warnily in reply. 
The flush on her cheek deepened aa she witbdrew it. 
Alice Hose said something curtly about the lateneas of 
tbe hour and her being much tired; and tben she and 
her danghter went up-stairs to tho front Chamber , and 
Philip and Coulson to tbat which they shared at tbe 
back of tbe houae. 
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CHÄPTEE XIIL 

Perplexities. 

CoüLSON and Philip were friendly but not intimate. 
They never had had a dispute, they never were con- 
fidential with each other; in truth, they were both 
reserved and silent men, and, probably, respected each 
other the more for being so sefr-contained. There was 
a private feeling in Coulson's heart which would have 
made a less amiable fellow dislike Philip. Bat of this 
the latter was unconscious; they were not apt to ex- 
change many words in the room which they occapied 
jointly. 

Coulson asked Philip if he had enjoyed himself at 
the Comeys, and Philip replied, — 

"Not much; such parties are noane to my liking." 

"And yet thou broke off from t' watch-night to go 
there." 

No answer; so Coulson went on, with a sense of 
the duty laid upon him, to improve the occasion, — ^ 
the first that had presented itself since the good old 
Methodist minister had given his congregation the 
solemn waming to watch over the opportunities of 
various kinds which the Coming year would present. 

"Jonas Barclay told us as the pleasures o' this 
World were like apples o^ Bodom, pleasant to look at, 
bat ashes to taste." 

Coulson wisely left Philip to make the application 
for himself. If he did he made no sign, but threw 
himself on his bed with a heavy sigh. 

"Are yo' not going to undress?" said Couison, as 
he covered him up in bed. 
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Thei'fi liad becn a long pause of sileuce. Philip 
did not answer bim, and he thoiiglit Lg Lad fallen 
asleep- But Le was rouaed ii'om his first slumber bj 
Ilepbiim'a Boft nioyements about the room. PLilip 
Lad tboiight better of it, and, witli eomG penitencc in 
L5s Leart for hh gruffneäs to tbe nnoffending GonlBOn, 
was tTjiBg not to make any noise wbile Le un- 
jsed. 

Bat he could not sleep. He kept seein g the 
meys' kitcLen and the aceneö that Lad taken place 
in it, passing- Hke a pageant before bis elosed eyca. 
TLen Le opened thera in angry weariness at the reeiir- 
ring Vision, and tried to make out the ontlines of the 
room and the furniture in the darkness. The white 
ceUing eloped into the white washed walls, and against 
tbem he conld see tbe foui rusb-bottomed cLairB, tLe 
looking-glasB hung on one side^ the old carved oak- 
cLest (hls own propertjr, with the Initials nf forgotten 
icestors cut upon it), whieh Leid his clatbes; the 
xes that bclonged to Coulson, sleeping soundly in 
the bed in the opposite comer of the room; the case- 
ment Window in tbe roof, thi'ough which tbe suowj 
ground on tbe steep hill-side eonld be plainly seen^ 
and when he got as far as thia in the catalogue of tbe 
rcKjm, hß feil into a troubled feverish sleep whieL 
Lagted two or tbröc bours^ and tben he awoke with a 
itart, and a conBciouaness of nneasinees, tLough wLat 
out he could not remember at first 

WLen he reeollected all that Lad bappened the 
Ight before, it irapressed him much moro favourablj 
u it had done at the timo, If not joy, hope had 
in tbe raorning; and, at any mte, he could b© 
\f and be doing, for tbe late wintry llght was stealing 
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down the hill-side, and he knew that although Coulson 
lay motionless in bis sleep, it was past their osoal 
time of rising. Still, as it was New Year's day, a time 
of some licence, Philip bad mercy on bis fellow-shop- 
man, and did not waken bim tili just as be was 
leaving tbe room. 

Carrying bis sboes in bis band, be went softly 
downstairs, for be could see from tbe top of the 
flight that neitber Alice nor her daughter was down 
yet, as tbe kiteben shutters were not unclosed. It 
was Mrs. Bose^s babit to rise early, and have all 
bright and clean against her lodgers came down; but 
then, in general, she went to rest before nine o^doek, 
wbereas ihe last night she bad not gone tili past 
twelve. Philip went abont ondoing the shntters, and 
trying to break up tbe raking coal, with as little noise 
as might be, for he bad compassion on tbe tired 
sleepers. Tbe kettle bad not been filled, probably 
because Mrs. Eose bad been unable to face Üie storm 
of tbe night before, in taking it to the pump just at 
tbe entrance of tbe court. Wben Philip came back 
from filling it, he foond Alice and Hester botb in the 
kitchen, and trying to make up for lost time by 
bastening over their work. Hester looked bosy and 
notable with her gown pinned np bebind her, and her 
hair all tucked away under a clean linen cap; bat 
Alice was angry with herseif for her late sleeping, 
and that and other causes made her speak crosidy to 
Philip, as be came in with bis snowy feet, and well- 
filled kettle. 

*^Look tbe' there! dropping and dripping along t* 
flags as was cleaned last night, and meddling wi* 
woman's work as a man bas no bosiness wi\*' 
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Philip was surprised and annoyed. He had foujid 
felief froin liia own thoughts ia doing wbat lie be- 
lle ved wüuld Lelp othera. He gave up tlie kettle lo 
her Huatching hands, and säte down beliind the door in 
momentary ill-temper. Bat the kettle was better filled^ 
td consequentlj heavier than tbe old woraan ex- 
lected, and nhe conld not manage Iq lüt it to tbe 
*:rook fi'om which it generally bung snspended* Sbe 
looked round ior Hester^ but she was gone into tbe 
back-kitchen. In a minute Pbili]) was at her aide^ and 
bad heaved it to its place for he^r She looked in bis 
face for a moment wistfully, but hardly coodcscended 
to thank bira; at least tbe soiand of tbe words did not 
paas tbe Ups that formed tbem. Kehuffed by her 
manner, he went back to bis old seat, and raecbanically 
watched tbe preparations for breakfast j but bis thougbts 
^ent back to the night before, and the comparative 
m of bis Leart was goue. The first stir of a new 
ty bad made him feel as if he bad bad no suf fielen t 
use for bis annoyance and denpcmdency the previous 
erening; but now condemned to sit quiet» he reviewed 
lookB and words ^ and saw just reason for his anxiety, 
After some consideration he resolved to go that very 
jiigbt to Hayterabauk, and have some talk with eitber 
Sylvia or her mother; wbat the exact nature of this 
purpo^ed conversation sbould be, he did not detormine \ 
aineb wonld depend on Sylvia' s laanner and niood, 
and on her DQOther^s ßtate of healtb; but at any rate 
Bomething would be learnt 

Buring breakfast somethiDg was leamt nearer 
home-f though not all that a man less uneonscious and 
more vain than Philip might have discovered* He 
ouly found out that Mrs. Eose was displeased with 
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him for not having gone to tbe watch-night with 
Hester, according to the plan made some week» be- 
fore. But he soothed bis conscience by remembering 
tbat be bad made no promise; be bad merelj spoken 
of bis wisb to be present at tbe Service, about wbicb 
Hester was speaking; and altbougb at tbe time and 
for a good wbile afterwards, be bad fullj intended 
going, yet as tbere bad been William Oonlson to ac- 
company ber« bis absence could not bave been serionsly 
noticed. Still be was made nncomfortable by Mrs. 
Rose's cbange of manner; once or twice be said to 
bimself tbat sbe little knew bow miserable be bad 
been during bis "gay evening,^' as sbe wonld per^ 
sist in calling it, or sbe would not talk at bim with 
sncb persevering bittemess tbis moming. Before be 
left for tbe sbop, be spoke of bis Intention of going to 
see bow bis aimt was, and of paying ber a New Year^s 
Day Visit. 

Hepbnm and Coulson took it in toms week and 
week abont to go first bome to dinner; tbe one wbo 
went first säte down witb Mrs. Rose and ber danghter^ 
instead of baving bis portion put in tbe oven to keep 
warm for bim. To-day it was Hepbum^s tum to be 
last. All moming tbe sbop was fall witb costomen, 
come ratber to offer good wisbes tban to buy, and 
witb an unspoken remembrance of tbe cake and wine 
wbicb tbe two bospitable brotbers Foster made a point 
of offering to all comers on New Year's Day. It was 
busy work for all — for Hester on ber side, wbere 
Caps, ribbons, and women's gear were exclusively sold 
— for tbe sbopmen and boys in tbe grocery and 
drapery department Pbilip was trying to do bis busi* 
ness witb l^is mind £ar away; and tbe conseqnenoe 
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was that Ins matmer was not such as to recommend 
him to the custoraerä, aome of wbom röcoUected it aa 
very different, cDurteöua and atteutive, if gniv^ and 
«icdate, One buxom farmer'fl wjfe notjced tiie change 
to him. Bhe had a little girl witli her, of about üvq 
jears old, that she had Vifted tip on the coiinter, and 
vrho was watching' Philip with anxious eyes» occa- 
gionany whispering' in her mother's ear, and then 
y4mg her face a^ainät her eloak. 

*^*She^s thought a deal o* cümiDf^ to aee yo% and a 
dtmnot think as yo' mind her at all My pretty, he'ü 
ciean forgotten as how ho said last New Year^s ßay^ 
hed gl' thee a harley-augar stick ^ if thou'd bcni hira a 
handkerclier by this." 

The child'a face was buried in the comfortable 
l)3:6adt1i of duffle at these words, while the Uttlc out- 
strettjhed band held a small sqnare of coarse linen. 

**Ay, she's noane forgotten it» and has done her 
üve stitcbea a day, bleus her; and a dunnot believe 
aa yo' know her again. Sbe *b Phciebc Moorsom, and 
a'm llannah, and aVe dealt at t' öhop reg'lar tbis 
fifteen year.*' 

'Tm very soriy " ^id Philip, "I was up late 
aet night, and Pm a bit dazed to-day* Welll tbia 

nice work» Phoebe^ and Pm sure l'm very niucb 
flieholden to ye. And bere's five sticks o' barley sugar, 
Dne f<or every stitch, and thank you kindly, Mrtf. 
"looraom, too." 

Philip took the handkerchief and hoped he had 
made honoiirable amends for bis waat of recognlticm, 
But tbe wce hissie refuaed to be lifted down, and 
wbispercd something afrcsh into her mother's ear, who 
piQtkd and bade her be qiiiet Philip saw^ bowever, 
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that there was some wish un^ati£ed on the pari of 
the litüe maiden which he was expected to inquire 
into, and accordingly he did his duty. 

^^She's a litÜe fool; she says 70' promised to gire 
her a kiss, and t* make her yo^r wi£e.^^ 

The child borrowed her face doser into her 
mother^s neck, and refused to allow the kiss whi(^ 
Philip willingly oflFered. All he could do was to 
touch the back of the little white fat neck with his 
lips. The mother carried her off only half-satisfied, 
and Philip feit that he must try and collect his scat- 
tered wits, and be more alive to the occasion. 

Towards the dinner-hour the crowd slackened; 
Hester began to replenish decanters and bottles, and 
to bring oiit a fresh cake before she went home to 
dinner; and Coulson and Philip looked over the Joint 
present they always made to her on this day. It was 
a silk handkerchief of the prettiest colonrs they could 
pick out of the shop, intended for her to wear round 
her neck. Each tried to persuade the other to giye it 
to her, for each was shy of the act of presentation. 
Coulson was, however, the most resolute; and when 
she retumed from the parlour the little parcel was in 
Philipps hands. 

'^Here, Hester,'' said he, going round the counter 
to her, just as she was leaving the shop. ^^It's fixnn 
Coulson and me; a handkerchief for you to wear; and 
we wish yo' a happy New Year, and plenty on 'em; 
and there's many a one wishes the same." 

He took her band as he said this. She went a 
little paler, and her eyes brightened as though they 
would fill with tears as they met his; she eould not 
have helped it, do what she would. But she only 
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Said **Thank jo* kindly," and jSroing up to Coulson 
ghe repeated the words and action to him; aml theii 
thej weut off together to dinner- 

Tli^re was a lull of btisinesB for the iiext honr. 
John and Jeremiah were dinrng- like the rest of the 
wütld. Even the eider errand-boy had vanislied. 
Pküip re-arraöged disorderly goods; and thcn aate 
down on the couiiter hy the wiudow; it wag the 
tiabitnal place for the one who stayed behiiid; for ex- 
cepting on market-day there was little or no custom 
dTiring the öoon-hour, Former ly he used to movo the 
drapery with whieh tbe window was ornamented, and 
watch the passei*8-hy with carelesB eye. But now 
thottgh he fleenaed to g'aze abroad, he saw nothiug biit 
vacancy. All tlie morning eince he got np he had 
been trying^ to fi g-bt througli bis dntieSj leftnjng agaiiiHt 
a bope — a hope that firat had bowed, and then had 
hroke as soon as he really tried its wejght Them 
Wim not a sign of Bylvia's liking for bim to he gathered 
from the rnost eareful reüollection of the pa^t evening. 
It waB of HO use thinking that there was. It was 
better to give it up altogcther and at once. But wliat 
if he could not? What if tho thought of her was 
bound np with his life; and that once tom out by hiä 
own free will, the very roots of his beaj-t niust coroe 
al0o? 

Ko; he was resolved he would go on; as long m 
there was Hfe there was hope; as long as Sylvia 
remairied ünpledged to any one eise, there was a 
ehance for hlm. He would remodel bis b eh a vi nur to 
her. Ho eoald not be merry and light-beartcd llke 
otber yonng men^ his nature was not cast in that 
mooldj and tbe early Borrows that had leflt hlm a 
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lonely orphan miglit have matured, but bad not 
enlivened bis cbaracter. He tbougbt witb some bitter- 
ness on tbe power of easy talking abont trifles wbicb 
9oine of tbose be bad met witb at tbe Comeys^ bad 
exbibited. Bat tben be feit stirring witbin bim a force 
of enduring love wbicb be believed to be nnusual, and 
wbicb seemed as if it mnst compel all tbings to bis 
wisb in tbe end. A year or so ago be bad tbougbt 
mucb of bis own clevemess and bis painfolly acquired 
leaming, and be bad imagined tbat tbese were tbe 
qualities wbicb were to gain Sylvia. But now, wbetber 
be bad tried tbem and bad failed to win even ber 
admiration, or wbetber some true instinct bad told bim 
tbat a woman's love may be gained in many ways 
sooner tban by mere leaming, be was only angry witb 
bimself for bis past folly in making bimself ber school 
— nay, ber task-master. To-nigbt tbougb, be would 
Start off on a new tack. He would not even upbraid 
ber for ber conduct tbe nigbt before; be bad sbown 
ber bis displeasure at tbe time; but sbe sbould see bow 
tender and forgiving be could be. He would Iure her 
to bim ratber tban find fault witb ber. Tbere bad 
perbaps been too mucb of tbat already. 

Wben Coulson came back Pbilip went to bis solitaiy 
dinner. In general be was quite iJone wbile eating it; 
but to-day Alice Rose cbose to bear bim Company^ 
Sbe watcbed bim witb cold severe eye for some tinie, 
until be bad appeased bis languid appetite. Tben sbe 
began witb tbe rebuke sbe bad in störe for bim; a 
rebuke tbe motives to wbicb were not entirely revealed 
even to berself. 

"TbouVe none so keen after tby food as common,'' 
sbe began. 'Tlain victuals goes ill down after feasting." 
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Philip feit tlie colour mount to his face; be was 
not in the mood for patientlj standing the brant of tbe 
attack wbicb be saw was Coming, and jet be bad a 
reverent feeling for woman and for age. He wisbed sbe 
woold leave bim alone; but be only said, 

"I bad nongbt but a slice o''cold beef for supper, 
if you'll call tbat feasting." 

"Neitber do godly ways savour delicately after tbe 
pleasures of tbe world," continued sbe, unbeeding bis 
Bpeeeb. "Tbou wert wont to seek tbe bouse of tbe 
Lord, and I tbougbt well of tbee; but of late tbou 'st 
ehänged, and fallen away, and I must speak wbat is 
in my beart towards tbee." 

"Motber," said Pbilip, impatiently (botb be and 
Conison ealled Alice "motber" at times), "I don't 
think I am fallen away, and any way I cannot stay 

now to be it's New Year's Day, and t' sbop is 

throng." 

But Alice beld up ber band. Her speecb was ready, 
and sbe must deliver it. 

"Sbop bere, sbop tbere. Tbe flesb and tbe devil 
are gettin' bold on yo', and yo' need more nor iver to 
seek t* ways o' grace. New Year's Day comes and says 
'watcb and pray,' and yo' say, *nay, PH seek feasts 
and market-places, and let times and seasons come and 
go witbout beeding into wbose presence tbey are 
hastening me.' Time was, Pbilip, wben tbou'd niver 
ba' letten a merry-making keep tbee fro' tbe watcb- 
mght, and, tbe Company o' tbe godly." 

**I teil yo' it was no merry-making to me," said 
Philip, witb sbarpness, as be left tbe bouse. 

Alice sat down on tbe nearest seat, and leant ber 
head on her wrinkled band. 
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"He's tangled and snared," said she; "my heart 
has yeamed after him, and I esteemed him as one of 
the elect. And more nor me yeams after him. 
Lord, I have bat one child! Lord, spare her! Bat 
o'er and above a' I woald like to praj for his sool, 
that Satan might not have it, for he came to me bat a 
little lad." 

At that moment Philip, smitten by hig conscience 
for his hard manner of speech, came back; bat Alice 
did not hear or see him tili he was close by her, and 
then he had to touch her to recall her attention. 

"Mother," said he, "I was wrong. I 'm fretted by 
many things. I shonld n't ha^ spoken so. It was ill- 
done of me." 

^'Oh, my lad!" said she, looking ap and patting 
her thin arm on his Shoulder as he stooped, '^ Satan is 
desiring after yo' that he may sift yo' as wheat Bide 
at whoam, bide at whoam, and go not after them as 
care nought for holy things. Why need yo' go t' 
Haytersbank this night?" 

Philip reddened. He coald not and would not give 
it up, and yet it was dif&cult to resist the pleading of 
the osaally stem old woman. 

"Nay," said he, withdrawing himself ever so little 
from her hold; *^my aunt is bat ailing, th'ey're my 
own flesh and blood, and as good folks as need be, 
thoagh they mayn't be o' our — o' yoar way o' think- 
ing in a' things." 

"Our ways — yoar ways o' thinking, says he, as 
if they were no longer his'n. And as good folks as 
need be," repeated she, with retuming severity. 
**Them's Satan's words, tho' yo' spoke 'em, Philip. I 
can do nought again Satan, but I can speak to them 
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can; an' we'll see which pulls hai'dest, for it ^1 be 
etter for thee to bo riven and rent i^ twain tUan to go 
body and sonl to HeH.'^ 

^'Btit dunnot think, niotherj" aaid Philip, bis last 
words of conciliation, for the clock Iiad given waming^ 
br two, *'aa I'm boun' for Hell, just because I go t* 
ee mj own fblks, all I ba* left o^ kin*" And onco 
öre, after laylnj^ bis Hand with as irnieb of a carese 
was in bis nature on beiß, be left tbe bouse* 
Pi^obaMy Alice would haye considered tbo first words 
tliat greet<3d PMlip on bis antranee into tba sbop as an 
ans wer to bor prayer, for tbey were eucb as pnt a stop 
to bis plan of going to gee Sylvia tbat evening; and if 
Alice bad formed her iocboate tboagbts infco words» 
Sjlvia would baro appeared as tbe neareat eartbly 
ropresentative of tbe spirit of temptation whom sbe 
dreaded for Philip. 

As ho took biß place bebind tbe countcr, Coulson 
Said to bim in a low voice, — 

** Jeremiab Foater bas been round to b)d us to sup 
with bim to-nigbt. He eays tbat lie and John bave a 
littlo matter of business to talk over with us." 

A glance from bia eycs to Philip told tbe lattor 

Coulson believed tbe busiuesa spoken of bad aome- 

Äg to do with the paitnership, respecting which tbere 

1 been a si teilt intelligence for aome time betwaen 

sboj>mcn- 

"And what did thou sÄy?" asked Philip, doggedly 
iiiing, even yct, to give uj) bis purpoaed visit. 
"8ay! why, what could a saj, but tbat we'd come? 
There was aummat iip, for sure; and aummat as he 
thoiight we sboulci be glad on* I could teil it fm^ f 
look on hia faco.^' 
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*^I dannot think as I can go/' said Philip, feeling 
just then as if the long-hoped-for partnership was as 
nothing compared to his plan. It was alwajs distaste- 
ful to him to have to give np a project, or to dis- 
airange an intended order of things, such was his 
natore; bat to-day it was absolute pain to yield his 
own purpose. 

^^Why, man*alive?" said Goolson, in amaze at his 
reluctance. 

"I didn't say I might not go," said Philip, 
weighing consequences, nntil called off to attend to 
customers. 

In the conrse of the aftemoon, however, he feit 
himself more easy in deferring his visit to Haytersbank 
tili the next evening. Charley Kinraid entered the 
shop, accompanied by Molly Bninton and her sisters; 
and thongh thej all went towards Hester's side of the 
shop, and Philip and Conlson had many people to 
attend to, yet Hepbom's sharpened ears caaght mnch 
of what the yoong women were saying. From that he 
gathered that Eonraid had promised them New Year*8 
gifts, for the pnrchase of which they were come; and 
after a little more listening he leamt that Kinraid was 
retnming to Shields the next day, having only come 
over to spend a holiday with his relations, and heing 
tied with ship*s work at the other end. They all talked 
together lightly and merrily, as if his going or staying 
was almost a matter of indifference to himself and his 
Cousins. The principal thought of the young women 
was to secure the articles they most fancied; Charlej 
Kinraid was (so Philip thought) especially anxious that 
the youngest and prettiest should be pleased. Hephum 
watched him perpetually with a kind of envy of his 
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bright, courteous manner, the natural gallantry of the 
sailor. If it were but clear tbat Sylvia took as little 
tbonght of bim as be did of ber, to all appearance, 
Pbilip coiild even have given bim praise for manly 
good looks, and a certain kind geniality of disposition 
wbicb made bim ready to smile pleasantly at all 
strangers, from babies npwards. 

As tbe party tumed to leave tbe sbop tbey saw 
Pbilip, tbe guest of tbe nigbt before; and tbey came 
over to sbake bands witb bim across tbe counter; 
Kinraid^s band was proffered among tbe number. Last 
nigbt Pbilip could not bave believed it possible tbat 
sucb a demonstration of fellowsbip sbonld bave passed 
between tbem; and perbaps tbere was a sligbt besita- 
tion of manner on bis part, for some idea or re* 
membrance crossed Elinraid^s mind wbicb brougbt a 
keen searcbing glance into tbe eyes wbicb for a moment 
were fastened on Pbilip's face. In spite of bimself, and 
during tbe very action of band-sbaking, Pbilip feit a 
cloud come over bis face, not altering or moving 
bis features, but taking ligbt and peace otit of bis 
countenance. 

MoUy Brunton began to say sometbing, and be 
gladly tumed to look at ber. Sbe was asking bim wby 
be went away so early, for. tbey bad kept it up for 
four bours after be left, and last of all, sbe added 
(tuming to Kinraid), ber cousin Cbarley bad danced a 
bompipe among tbe platters on tbe ground. 

Pbilip bardly knew wbat be said in reply, tbe 
mention of tbat pas-aeul lifbed sucb a weigbt o£P bis 
beart. He could smile now, after bis grave fasbion, and 
would bave sbaken bands again witb Einraid bad it 
been required; for it seemed to bim tbat no one, caring 
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ever so litde in the way that he did for Sylvia, could 
have bome fowt mortal hours of a Company where she 
had been, and was not; least of all could have danced 
a hompipe, eitber from gaiety of beart, or even out of 
complaisance. He feit as if tbe yeaming a^ker tbe 
absent one wonld bave been a weight to bis legs, as 
well as to bis spirit; and be imagined that all men 
were like bimself 



CHAPTER XIV. 

Partnership. 

As darkness closed in, and tbe New Year^s tbrong 
became scarce, Pbilip^s besitation about aceompanying 
Coulson faded away. He was more comfortable 
respecting Sylvia, and bis going to see ber migbt be 
deferred; and after all be feit tbat tbe wisbes of bis 
masters ongbt to be attended to, and tbe bononr of «n 
invitation to tbe private boose of Jeremiab not ta be 
gligbted for anytbing sbort of a positive engagement. 
Besides tbe ambitious man of bosiness existed stronglj 
in Pbilip. It wonld never do to sligbt advances to- 
wards tbe second great eartbly objeet in bis life; one 
also on wbicb tbe first depended. 

So wben tbe sbop was closed, tbe two set mat 
down Bridge Street to eross tbe river to tbe homat of 
Jeremiab Foster. Tbey stood a moment oo tbe bridge 
to breatbe tbe keen fresb sea air after tbeir bnay day. 
Tbe waters came down, swollen fall and dark, witfa 
rapid msbing speed from tbe snow-fed Springs bigb up 
on tbe moorland above. Tbe close-packed bousee in 
tbe old town seemed a claster of white roc^s nrregnfaurly 
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piled against tlic more tinbroken wbite öf tHe kiJl-aide, 
Lights twinkled hcre and there m the town, and were 
filun^ fi-om atem and bow of the ships in the harbonr. 
Tbe air was very still ^ settling in for a ho8t\ so still 
tlmt all diatant aoiinda ö^emed neaj; tbe rnmble of a 
retuming cart in tho High Streot, tbe voices on board 
Bhip, the closing of shntters and barring of doors in tbe 
new town to whicb thej were bound, But the sbarp 
lur was filledf as it were, witb saline particles in a 
freezing State ; little pungent crystals of sea sali bnm- 
mg lips and cbeeks witb tbeir cold keenness. It wonld 
not do to üüger here in tbe veiy centre of tbe vaOey 
up whicb paased tbe current of atmosphere Coming 
ttraigbt witb tbe rushing tide from tbe icy nortbem 
fieas. Besides, thcre was tbe unusual bonour of a 
flupper witb Jeremiab Foster awaiting tbem. He had 
asked each of them separatelj to a meal before now; 
but they had never gone togetber, and tbey feit tbat 
there was sometbing serious in tbe conjuncture, 

Tbey began to climb tbe steep beighta leading to 
the freshly-built rows of the new town of Monkshaven^ 
feeling as if thej were rising into aristoeratic regions 
whore no sbop profaned tbe streefcs. Jeremiab Foater^s 
bouse was one of six» nndistinguiBhed in size^ or sbape, 
or colour; bnt noticed in tbe dajrtime bj aH passers- 
hy for its spotless cleanlineeft of lintel and dooi^step, 
window and window-irame. The very bricka seemcd 
an though tbej came in for the daily scrubbing whicb 
brightened bandle, knocker, all down to tbe vory 
Ecraper. 

The two yonng men feit as sby of tbe interview 
tb tbeir master und er such unuBUal relations of guest 
fliitl bost^ as a girl does of her first party, Each 
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rather drew back from the decided step of knocking at 
the door; but with a rebuffing sbake at bis own follj 
Pbilip was the one to give a loud single rap. As if 
tbey bad been waited for, tbe door flew open, and a 
middle-aged servant stood bebind, as spotless and neat 
as tbe bouse itself, . and smiled a welcome to tbe 
familiär faces. 

"Let me dust yo' a bit, William," said sbe, suiting 
tbe action to tbe word. "YoVe been leaning again 
some wbitewasb, a'll be bound. Ay, Pbilip," con- 
tinued sbe, tuming bim round witb motberly freedom, 
"yo'll do if yo'U but gi' your sboon a polisbing wipe 
on yon otber mat. Tbis'n for taking t' rougbest mnd 
off. Measter allays polisbes on tbat." 

In tbe Square parlour tbe same precise order was 
observed. Every article of fumiture was free from 
speck of dirt or particle of dust; and everytbing was 
placed eitber in a parallel line, or at exact rigbt-angles 
witb every otber. Even Jobn and Jeremiab sat in, 
symmetry on opposite sides of tbe fireplace; tbe very 
smiles on tbeir bonest faces seemed drawn to a line of 
exactitude. 

Sucb formality, bowever admirable, was not cal- 
culated to promote ease: it was not until after supper 
— until a good quantity of Yorksbire pie bad been 
swallowed, and wasbed down, too, witb tbe best and 
most generous wine in Jeremiab's cellar — tbat tbere 
was tbe least geniality among tbem, in spite of the 
friendly kindness of tbe host and bis brotber. The 
long sÜence, during wbich mute thanks for the meal 
were given, having come to an end, Jeremiab called 
for pipes, and three of tbe party began to smoke. 

Politics in those days were tickle subjects to meddle 




even in tbe most private Company, The nation 
in a State of teiTor against Francöi and againsfc 

"aliy at bome who might be supposed to sjmpatliize 
with tlie enormitjes b\ib had just been committin^. The 
oppressive aet against seditiouB meetings had been 
paesed the year before; and people wei*« doubtful to 
what extremity of severity it might be construed. 
Even the law authorities forgot to be itnpartial, bat 
elther their alarms or their intereöts made too many of 
them vehement partisans instead of ealm arbiters, and 
thus destroycd the populär conödence in what should 
have been considered the supreme tribunal of justice* 
Yet for all this, there were BOine who dared to speak 
of reforra of Parliament, as a preliminary step to fair 
representation of the people, and to a reduetion of the 
heavy war-taxation that was imminent, if not already 
imposed. But these pioneers of 1830 were generaHy 
obnoxioue. The great body of the people gloried in 
being Tories and haters of the French» with whom 
they were oo tenter-hooks to fight, almost imaware of 
the risiag reputation of the yoang Corsican warrior, 
whose name would be nsed ere a dozen years had 
passed to hnsh EngÜBli babies with a ten-or such as 

||hat of Marlborough once had for the French. 

At Blich a place as Monkshaven all these opinioiis 
were held in excoss, One or two might, for the mere 
sake of argument, dispute on ceitaiu poiuts of history 
or govemment^ but thcy took care to be very sure of 
theu' liateners before such argumenta toached on any- 
thing of the present day; for it had been not un- 
frequently ibund that the public duty of prosecuting 
opinions not joiir own over-rode the privativ duty of 

Irespecting confidence. Most of the Monkshaven politi- 
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cians confined themselves, therefore, to such general 
questions as these: ^'Could an Englishman lick more 
than four Frenchmen at a time?" "What was the 
proper punishment for members of the Corresponding 
Society (correspondence with the French directory), 
hanging and quartering, or buming?" "Would the 
forthcoming child of the Princess of Wales be a boy 
or a girl? If a girl, would it be more loyal to call it 
Charlotte or Elizabeth?" 

The Fosters were quite secure enongh of their 
guests this evening to have spoken freely on politics 
had they been so inclined. And they did begin on 
the outrages which had been lately offered to the king 
in Crossing St James^s Park to go and open the Hoose 
of Lords; bat soon, so accustomed were their minds to 
caution and restraint, the talk dropped down to the 
high price of provisions. Bread at Is. Sd, the quarter* 
loaf, according to the London test. Wheat at 120«. 
per quarter, as the home-baking northerners viewed 
the matter; and then the conversation died away to an 
ominous silence. John looked at Jeremiah, as if 
asking him to begin. Jeremiah was the host, and had 
been a married man. Jeremiah retnmed the look with 
the same meaning in it. John, though a bachelor, 
was the eider brother. The great chnrch bell, brooght 
fi<om the Monkshaven monastery centories ago, high 
up on the opposite hill side, began to ring nine o'clock; 
it was getting late. Jeremiah began: 

'^It seems a bad time for starting any one on 
bosiness, wi' prices and taxes and bread so dear; bat 
John and I are getting into years, and weVe no 
children to follow us; yet we would fitin draw out of 
some of our worldly i^airs. We would like to give 
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ap tbe fihop, and stick to banking, to which there 
seemeth a piain path. Bot first there is the stock and 
goodwül of the diop to be disposed on." 

A dead paose. This opening was not £ftvoiirable 
to the hopes of the two moneyless yonng men who had 
been hoping to sncceed their masters hj the more 
gradnal proeess of partnership. Bat it was oioly the 
kind of Speech that had been agreed npon hj the two 
farothers with a view of impressing on Hepbain and 
Conlflon the great and nnnsoal responsibilitj of the 
sitiuitiiHi into whidi the Fosters wished them to enter. 
In some wajs the talk of many was much less simple 
and fltraighäorward in those da js than it is now. The 
titaij of effiect shown in the London dinera-ont of the 
last generation, who prepared their conversation before- 
hand, was not withoat its parallel in humbler spheres, 
and for different objects than self-display. The brothers 
Fester had all bat rehearsed the speeches they were 
abont to make this evening. They were aware of the 
yonth of the parties to whom they were going to make 
a most favoorable proposal; and they dreaded that if 
Üiai proposal was too lightly made, it woold be too 
lightlj consdderedy and the daties involved in it too 
carelessly entered apon. So the rSle of one brother 
was to saggest, that of the other to repress. The 
jonng men too had their reserves. They foresaw, and 
had long foreseen, what was Coming that eyening. 
They were impatient to hear it in distinct words; and 
jei they had to wait, as if anconscioas, doring all the 
long preamble. Do age and yoath never play the 
aame parts now? To retam. John Foster replied to 
his brother: 

'^The stock and goodwül! That woald take mach 
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wealth. And there will be fixtnres to be considered. 
Philip, eanst thee teil me the exact amoont of stock in 
the shop at present?" 

It had only jast been taken; Philip had it at bis 
fingers* ends. 

"One thonsand nine hnndred and forty-one pounds, 
thirteen Shillings and twopence." 

Coulson looked at him in a little dismay, and 
conld not repress a sigh. The fignres put into words 
and spoken aloud seemed to indicate so mnch larger an 
amonnt of money than when quick written down in 
numerals. But Philip read the coontenances, nay, bj 
some process of which he was not himself aware, he 
read the minds of the brothers, and feit no dismay at 
what he saw there. 

"And the fixtores?" asked John Foster. 

"The appraiser valued them at four hnndred and 
thirty-fiye pounds three and sixpence when father died. 
We have added to them since, bnt we will reckon them 
at that How mnch does that make with the valne of 
the stock?" 

"Two thonsand one hnndred and seventy-six poond, 
sixteen Shillings and eightpence," said Philip. 

Coulson had done the sum quicker, but was too 
mnch disheartened by the amonnt to speak. 

"And the goodwill?'' asked the pitiless John. 
"What dost thee set that at?" 

"I think, brother, that that would depend on who 
came forward with the purchase-money of the stock 
and fixtures. To some folks we might make it sit 
easy, if they were known to us, and those as we 
wished well to. If Philip and William here, for in- 
stance, said the^M like to purchase the business, I 
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t«ekon thee smä me wonld not «isk 'em ao mucli m we 
»hould ask Millers" (MiUefs was an iipstart pettj riva! 
Shop ät the end of the bridge in the Ne^ Town), 

'I wish Philip and William was to come after na/' 
dd John. "Bnt that's out of the qnestion," he con- 
anedf knowing^ all the while that fa? from heing out 
of the question, it was the verj question, and that it 
wm as ^ood bs settied at thts veiy time, 

No one spoke. Then Jeremiah went on: 

"It*s out of the question, I reckon?** 

He looked at the two young men. Coulson shook 
his head* Philip mora bravely said, 

**I have fifty-three pounds seven aud fouipence 
in yoV hande, Master John, and it^s all I havc i' the 
World." 

"It's a pitj/* Said John, aud again they were 
silenL Half-past nine Struck. It was time to be 
beginning to make an end, "Perhaps, brother, they 
have iriends who could advance them the mnney. We 
might make it sit light to them , for the sake of thöir 
good Service?" 

Philip replied, — 

"There is no one who can put forww'da a penny 
fof me-, I have hut fcw kin, and they have little to 
pare beyond what they need." 

Coulson Said, — 

*'My father and mother have nine on us.*' 
_ "Let alone^ let alonel" said John, relenting fastj 
for he was weary of his part of cold, stem prudence. 
** Brother, I think we have enough of this world^s goods 
to do what we like wi^ our own." 

Jeremiah was a little scandalized at the rapid melt- 

fSuintt'n Luvers. L l& 
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ing away of assumed character and took a good pull 
at bis pipe before he replied: 

^'Upwards of two thousand pounds is a large sum 
to set on the well-being and well-doing of two lads, 
the eider of wbom is not three-and-twenty. I fear xne 
y^^ must look farther a-field.*' 

"Why, John," replied Jeremiah, "it was but 
yesterday thee saidst theo would rather have Philip 
and William than any men o' fifty that thee knowed. 
And now to bring up their youth again them." 

^^Well, well! t^ half on it is thine, and thon shall 
do even as thou wilt. But I think as I must have 
security for my moiety, for it's a risk — a great risk. 
Have ye any security to ofPer? any expectations? 
any legacies, as other folk have a life-interest in at 
present?" 

No; neither of them had. So Jeremiah rejoined: 

^^Then, I suppose, I mun do as thee dost, John, 
and take the security of character. And it's a great 
security too, lads, and t^ best on all, and one that I 
couldn't ha' done without; no; not if yo'd paid me 
down five thousand for goodwill, and stock, and fix- 
tures. For John Fester and Son has been a shop V 
Monkshaven this eighty years and more; and I dnn- 
not think there's a man living — or dead, for that 
matter — as can say Fosters wronged him of a 
penny, or gave short measure to a child or a Cousin 
Betty." 

They all four shook hands round with the same 
heartiness as if it had been a legal ceremony necessary 
to the completion of the partnership. The old men's 
faces were bright with smiles; the eyes of the young 
ones sparkled with Lope. 
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atter all," eaid Jcremiab, ^^we've not told you 
'S. YoVe thaokiiig us for a pig ia a poke; bat 
w^ iiad more forethoug-lat, and ire put all dowu on a 
»iece o' paper.** 

He took down a folded piece of paper from the 
inantel-shelf, put on bis !iom spectaclesj and began/to 
read aloud, occasionally peering over bis g-lasßea to 
note tbe effect ön tbe couutenanccs of tbe joung men. 
Tbe only tbing be was in tbe babit of reading aloud 
was a cba-pter in the Bible daüj to bis honse-keeper 
ßervant; andj like manj, be reserved a pecnliar tone 
fbr tbat solemn oecupation^ — - a tone whicb be un- 
conscioTisly employed for the present enmneration of 
oniids, Shillings, and pcace. 

Averag^ returns of the la^t three yeais one hundred 
id twenty-seven pounds tbree sbillingi^, and seven 
pe-nny and one-sixtU a week, Profits thereupon tbirty- 
fottT per Cent — as near as may be* Clear profits of 
the concern, after deducting all expenses except rent 
— for t' bouse is our own — ■ one tliousand two hundred 
and two pound a year." 

Tbis was far more tban eitber ITephurn or Cotilsou 
id imagined it to be^ and a look of surprisc, almost 
amountin^ to dismay, crept over their faces, in spite 
of their endcavour to kcep simply motionless and at- 
tentive. 

"It*s a deal of money, lads, and the Lord give yoa 
grace to guide it," Said Jereiniabj putting dowu bis 
paper for a minute. 

**Ainen," aaid John, shaking Im bead to giye effect 
to hii Word. 

■^^Now what we propoae is tbis," continued Jere- 
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will call t' value of stock and fixtures two thousand 
one hundred and fifty. You maj have Jobn Holden, 
appraiser and anctioneer, in to set a price on them if 
yo' will; or yo' may look over books and bills-, or, 
better still, do both, and so check one again t* other; 
bat for t' sake o* making the ground o' the bargain, I 
State the sam as above; and I reckon it so mach 
capital left in yo'r hands for the ase o' which yo'r 
bound to pay as five per cent. qaarterly — that's one 
handred and seven poand ten per annam — at least 
for t' first year; at after it will be redaced by the 
gradaal payment on oar money, which mast be at the 
rate of twenty per cent, thas paying as oar principal 
back in five years. And the rent, inclading all back 
yards, right of wharfage, warehoase, and premises, 
is reckoned by as to be sixty-five poand per annom. 
So yo^ will have to pay as, John and Jeremiah Foster, 
brothers, six handred and twelve poand ten out of the 
profits of the first year, leaving, at the present rate of 
profits, aboat five handred and eightynine poand ten, 
for the share to be divided between yo'." 

The plan had, in all its details, been careAilly ar- 
ranged by the two brothers. They were afraid lest 
Hepbam and Coalson shoald be dazzled by the amoont 
of profits, and had so arranged the sliding-scale of pay- 
ment as to reduce the first year's income to what the 
eider men thoaght a very moderate sam, bat what to 
the yoanger ones appeared an amoant of wealth such 
as they, who had neither of them ever owned mach 
more than fifty pounds, considered almost inexhaustible. 
It was certainly a remarkable instance of prosperity 
and desert meeting together so early in life. 

For a moment or two the brothers were disappointed 
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it not hearin^ uny rBplj from either of ttem- Tlien 
Philip stood iip, for he feit as if anjtliing he could 
Bay sitting dowu wodd not be sufficiently expressive 
i gratitude, and William inatantlj followed his ex- 
bmple. Hepbmn began in a formal manner, aome- 
Ing tbe way in which he had read in the York news- 
papers that honourable m^mbers retumed t batik 3 wben 
theijr health was given* 

**i can hardlj express my feelings" (Coulsön nndged 
him) *^hi3 feelings too — of gratitude- Oh, master 
Johul master Jeremiah, I thought it might comö T 
ttme; najr IVe thought it might come afore long; but I 
never thought m it wonld be so much| er made so easj. 
We- ve got good kind friendfl — we have, have we not, 
William? — and we'll do our best^ and I hope as we 
shall come iip to their wisbes." 

Philipps voice quivered a little, aä some remom- 
brance paased acrose bis niind; at thiB unnsual moment 
of ©xpansion out it came. 

**I wish mother could ha' seen this daj,'' 

"She shall see a better day, my lad, when thy 
mme and WilUam's is painted over t' shop-doorj and 
J. and X Fester hlaeked out." 

Nay, master,?^ said William, "that mun never be. 
d a'most sooner not come in for tbe bnsineBäi, Any- 
how it muHt be 4atß J. and J. Foster/ and Pm not 
sur© as I can stomacb that." 

**Wen, well, William," said John Foster, highly 
gratified, "there be time enough to talk over that 
There was one thing more to be aaidj was there not, 
brother Jeremkh ? We do not wish to have tbis talked 
over in Mottksbaven until shortly beforo the time when 
yo* must enter on the bualaess* We have our own 
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arrangements to make wi' regard to the banking con- 
cem, and thereUl be lawyer's work to do, after 70 Ve 
examined books and looked over stock again together; 
maybe weVe overstated it, or t' fixtures aren't worth 
so much as we said. Anyhow yo* must each on 70^ 
give US 70V Word for to keep fra* naming this night^s 
conversation to an7 one. Meantime Jeremiah and I 
will have to pa7 accounts, and take a kind of farewell 
of the merchants and manufacturers with whom Fosters 
have had dealings this sevent7 or eight7 7ear', and 
when and where it seems fitting to us we will take 
one of 70' to introduce as our successors and Mends^ 
Bat all that^s to come. But 70* must each give us 
70'r Word not to name what has passed here to any 
one tili further speech on the subject has passed be- 
tween us." 

Coulson immediatel7 gave the promise. Philipps 
assent came lagging. He had thought of S7lvia liTing, 
almost as much as of the dead mother, whose last 
words had been a committal of her child to the Father 
of the friendless; and now that a short dela7 was 
placed between the sight of the cup and his enjo7ment 
of it, there was an impatient chafing in the miud of 
the composed and self-restrained Philip; and then re- 
pentance quick as lightning efPaced the feeling, tind he 
pledged himself to the secres7 which was enjoined. 
Some few more details as to their mode of procedura 
— of verifjring the Fosters' Statements, which to the 
70unger men seemed a perfectl7 unnecessar7 piece of 
business — of probable joume7s and introductlons, and 
then farewell was bidden, and Hepbum and Coulson 
were in the passage donning their wraps and rather to 
their indignation, being assisted therein b7 Martha, 
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ho was aecustoTued to the office witli hev own xtsaater. 
Suddenlj they werft recalled into the parlour* 

John JPoster was fumbliTig wkli the papeta a little 
nervoasly; Jeremiah spoke, 

*'We have not tliouglit it necessary to eomineiid 
^^SeBter Kose to jtm; i£ she had been a lad ahe wo nid 
^^Bave bad a third o' the bnsincaa aloug wV 7o\ Being 
^^m, woman, it^g iU ti^oabling her with a paiinerahip ; 
^Hpetter give her a üxed salary tili such time as she 
^inaiTies." 

He looked a little knowingly aad curioualy at the 
fa^ües of the young inen he addressed. William CouIhoe 
ioeined sEeepish and uncomfortablej but jsaid nothingi 
leaviüg it as osual to rhiLip to be spokesmatt, 

*''if we hadn't cared ihr Hester ior herser, master, 
we ahomld ha' cared for her as being forespokeii by 
yo\ Yo' and Master John shall fix wbat we ought t' 
pay her; and 1 think I loay make bold to say that, as 
otir incenie riaes, hers shall too — Eb^ Conlson?*' (a 
sotmd of assent quite diatioct enoiigh); '4or we both 
look OH her as a sister^ and on Alice like a mother, aa 

itold her only thia verj daj." 
CHAPTEß XV- 
Phii.jp weut to bed with that kind of humble 
penitent gratitude in hia heart, which we sometimea 
i^el after a andden revulsion of feeling from de^pond- 
encj to bope, The night before it seemed as if all 
eventä were so arranged as to thwart him in bis dearest 
wishea; he feit now aa if bis diecotitent awd repiniug, 
not twenty-four houra before^ had been almost impions, 
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SO great was the change in his circiiiQstance& for tbe 
tetter Kow all seeracd promising for the fulfilment of 
what lie moat desired. He was almost convinced tbat 
hö was mistaken in thinking; thiit Kinraid liad had 
anything' more than a saüör's admlration for a pretty 
girl with regax'd to Sylvia; at anj rate be was gtiing 
Away ta-morrow, in all probabilitj not to retnm for 
anotber year (for Grecnlaud ahips left for the northem 
Beas as sood as there was a chauce of the ice being 
broken up), and cre then he himself might speak out 
openly, laying hefore her parents all Eis fortimate pro- 
spectSf and before her all bis deep passionate love* 

So this night hia prayers were more thoa the mere 
form that they had been the night before; they were a 
vehement expres&ion of gratitud© to God for having, as 
it were, interfered on bis bebalf, to grant bim the de- 
aire of bis eyes and the lust of bis heart. He was like 
too many of ns» he did not place hia fature life in the 
hands of God, and only ask for grace to do Hia will 
in whatever circumstaoices migbt arise; but be yeamed 
in that terrible way after a bleasing which, when 
granted und er such circumatancei, too ofteo tums out 
to be equivalent to a curse. And that spirit brlugs 
with H the material aud earthiy idea that all events 
tbat favour our wishes are answers to our prayer; and 
so they are in one senae, but they need prayer in a 
deeper and higher apirit to keep üb from the tempta- 
tion to evil wbich euch events iuvariably bring with 
them. 

Philip little knew how Sylvia's time had beczi 
passed that day, If be had be would bave laiu down 
tbis ujgbt with even a beavier heart thau h© had done 
QU. the last 
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Charley Kinraid accompanied bis cousina m far as 
Itlie Spot wliere thß patli to Hayterabank farm diverged. 
Then he stopped hia meny talk, and annouoced his 
iütention of going to see Farmer Kobson. Besay Comey 
looked disappointed and a little snikj; but her siater 
Molly Brunton laugbed, and said, — 

"Teil trutb, lad! Dannel Rob&on'd ne'er bave a 
I call fra' tkee if he badn't a pretty daugbter," 

*^Indeed, but he would/' repÜed Cbarleys rather 
annoyed; **when IVe said a tbing, I do it I pro- 
mised last night to go see bim; beaides, I like the old 
man." 

"Welll when sball we teil mütber yo*re commg 
' whoam»" 

"Toward eigbt o^clock ~ maybe aooner." 

"Why it's bare five nowl bless tbe lad, does he 
think o' staying there a' night, and they np so late 
last night, and Mrs. Eobson aüing beaide? Motherll 
^not think it kind on yo' eitber, will she, Bess?" 

*^I dunno, Cbarley mun do as be likes; I dare- 
iay DO one 11 miss bim if be does bide away tiU 
eight;' 

"Well, well! I ean't teil what I shall do; but yo*d 
best not stop lingering here, for it^s getting on^ and 
there '11 be a keen froat by t' look o' tbe stars." 

Hayterebank was closed for tbe night as far as it 
ever was closed; tbere were no sbutters to the Windows, 
II or did they care to draw the jnside curtains^ so few 
were the pasaers-by* The bouae door was fastened; 
biit the ehippön door a little on in the same long low 
block of building atood open, and a dim light made an 
oblong npon the snowy groond oiitside. As Kinraid 
drew near he beard talking there, and a woman'a voiee; 




234 sylvia's lovers. 

he threw a passing glance tlurough the window into the 
fire-lit house-place, and seeing Mrs. Bobson asleep by 
the fire-side in her easy chair, he went on. 

There was the intermittent sound of the sharp 
whistling of milk into the pail, and Kester, sitting on 
a three-legged stool, cajoling a capricious cow into letting 
her fragrant bürden flow. Sylvia stood near the farther 
window-ledge, on which a hom lantem was placed, 
pretending to knit at a gray worsted stocking, but in 
reality laughing at Kester's f utile endeavours, and 
finding quite enough to do with her eyes, in keeping 
herseif untouched by the whisking tail, or the occa- 
sional kick. The frosty air was mellowed by the 
warm and odorous breath of the cattle — breath that 
hung about the place in faint misty clouds. There was 
only a dim light; such as it was, it was not clearly 
defined against the dark heavy shadow in which the 
old black rafters and manger and partitions were en- 
veloped. 

As Charley came to the door, Kester was saying, 
"Quiet wi' thee, wench! There now, she's a beanty, if 
she'll stand still. There's ne'er sich a cow i' t' Eiding, 
if she'll only behave herseP. She's a bonny lass, she 
is; let down her milk, there's a prettyl" 

"Why, Kester," laughed Sylvia, "thou 'rt asking 
her for her milk wi' as many pretty Speeches as if 
thou wert wooing a wife!" 

"Hey, lass!" said Kester, tuming a bit towards 
her, and shutting one eye to cock the other the bettfflr 
upon her; an Operation which puckered up his already 
wrinkled face into a thousand new lines and folds. 
"An' how does thee know how a man woos a wife, 
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tbat tliee talks an knowiog about it? Tliat*s telling-. 
Some ün's been trying it on tliee," 

*^There^a ne^er a one beer so impudentj^* eaid Sylvia, 
reddeDing^ and tasäiflg- ber liead a littlei "I'd like to 
see them try laöT' 

**^Well, well!" said Kester, wilfully mjsmider Stand- 
ing her tneaiiin^, "tbou mun be patient, wenchj and if 
hovk^s a good lastj, loaybe tby tiini will come and 
bejUl tiy it;* 

"I wisb thou'd talk of what tbon has some know- 
ledge on, Kestcr, 'istead of i^ tbat silly way/' replied 
"Sylvia. 

'Tben ä mim taik no nioro ^bout women, für 
bey*re past knowing, an^ druv e'en King Solomon 
ly." 

At this Biotnent Charley atepped in. Sylvia gavö 
i^ttle Btart and dropped her ball of worsted, Keater 
made hb thou^b absorbed in bis task öf cajoling Black 
Neil; bnfc liis eyea and ears wero botb vigilant 

"I was going into tbo houae, btitl saw yoV motber 
asleepv and I didn^t like to waken her, ao I jnst came 
her 6, Is yoV fatber to the fore?'- 
**Ko," Said Sylvia, hanging döwn her head a little, 
Jering if he conld havo heard tho way in whidi 
JimdKester bad been talking, and tbinkiag over her 
little foolish jokcs with anger against heraelf. ^' Father 
is gone to Winthrop about some pigs as be'a heerd on, 
HeUl not he back tili seven o'clock ot so/' 

It was büt half-past five, and Sylvia in the irrita- 

äon of the moment beüeved that ahe wiahed Kinraid 

'woiild go, But sho woiild have been extremely dis- 

appointed if he bad. Kinraid bimse If seenied to have 

HO thought of the kind. Ko saw witb hia quick eyes, 
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not nnaccttstoined to women, tLat liis coDiin^ so imöx- 
pectedly Lad flattere d Sylvia^ and anxious to make her 
qtiite at her eaae witli liim, and not unwilling^ to con- 
ciljat6 Kester^ he addressed bis next speecli to hira, 
witti the saute kind of air of interesfc in the cid man^s 
pnrsuit thal: a young man of a different class sometimeB 
pnta ou when talking- to the chaperone of a pretty girl 
in a ball-room. 

"That*B a handsome beast yoVe just been milking, 
master." 

"Ay; bnt handsome is as handaome does. It were 
only yesterday as she aimed her leg right at t^ pail 
wi' t* afteringa in. She knowed it were aller ings as 
well as any Christian^ and t' more f miscbief t* better 
she likea it; an' if a hadn't been too quick for lier, it 
would have a' gone swääh down i' t' litter, This'n *s 
a far better cow i' t' long rnn, she'ß just a steady goer " 
ad the milky down-pour came mnsical and even from. 
the stall next to Black NelUs, 

Sylvia was knitting away vigoronsly, thiaking all 
the while tJiat it was a great pity she had not put on 
a better gown, or even a cap with brigbter ribbon, and 
qnite unconscious how very pretty she looked stAnding 
against the faint light, her head a little bent dowu^ 
lier hair catching bright golden toueheSj as it feil from 
und er her little linen cap; her pink bedgown^ eoufined 
by her apron-string, giving a sort of easy grace to her 
figure; her dark füll linsey petticoat short above her 
trim ancles, looking far more sui table to the place 
where she was standing than her long gown of the 
night before would have done. Kinraid was wanting 
to talk to her, and to make her talkj but was uncertaia 
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low to begin. In tlie meantime Kester went on with 
Ihe subject last spoken about. 

*' Black Neirs at her fourth calf now, so she ought 
to ha^ left off her tricks and tumed soberlike. Bat 
blesB 70', there's öomo cqws as 11 be skittish tili thej^r© 
g£Bt foT V butcher. Not bat what a like milking her 
better nor a steady goerj a man has allays suinmat to 
'"be iiratching for; and a'm kind 0' set up when aVe 
mastercd her at last. T" yoiing missua there, she^s 
raighty fond 6* coming t* «ee Black Neil at her tan- 
tnuns. Sbe'd ne^er come near me if a' cows were like 
tiilB^n." 

*Do 5?ou often come and see the eowa milked?" 
sked Kinraid. 

"Many a tirae^" said Sylvia, smiling^ a little. 

'Wlij, when we're throug, I help Kcster; but now 

eVß only Black Neil and Daisy giving milk. Kester 

Qows ai I can milk Blatik Neil quite easy," sh^ con- 

dnued, half vexed tLat Kester had not named tbis ac- 

Leomplishment 

^^Ay! when she's in a good frame o^ mind as she 
~m sometimes. Bnt t^ difficalty is to milk ber at all 
timea." 

"I wiah rd come a bit sooner. I shonld like t^ 
bave aeen yon milk Black Neil/* addresaing Sylvia. 

'^Yo*d better come to-morrow e'en, and see what a 
band she'll make on her," said Kester, 

^To-morrow night I shall be far on my road back 
'to Shields," 

**To-niiorrowl " Said Sylvia, suddenly looking up at 
him, and then dropping her eyea, as she found he had 
jbeen watchiiig for the effect of bis intelligence on her. 
"I mnn be back at V whaler, where I'm engaged/' 
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eontintied he. "She's fitting up after a fresh fasMon, 
and a& IVe been one as wanted new ways, I mun be 
on the spoi for t* look after her. Maybe I shall take 
a run down her« afore sailing in March. Fm snre I 
shall try." 

There was a good deal meant and nnderstood by 
these last few words. The Urne in which they were 
spoken gave them a tender intei^ty not lost upon 
either of the hearers. Kester cocked his eye once 
more, but with as little obtrusiveness as he could, and 
pondered the sailor's looks and ways. He remembered 
his Coming about the place the winter before, and kow 
the old master had äien appeared to have taken to 
him; bat at that t>me Sylvia had seemed to Kester too 
little removed from a child to have either art or part 
in Eänraid^s visits; now, however, the case was different 
Kester in bis sphere — among his circle of acquaint- 
ance, narrow though it was — had heard with mnch 
pride of Sylvia's bearing away the bell at chnrch and 
at market, wherever girls of her age were congregated. 
He was a north countryman, so he gave out no further 
sign of his feelings than his mistress and Sylvia's mo- 
ther had done on a like occasion. 

"T* lass is weel enongh," said he; but he grinned 
to himself, and looked about, and listened to the hear- 
say of every lad, wondering who was handsome, and 
brave, and good enough to be Sylvia's mate. Now, of 
late, it had seemed to the canny farm-servant pretty 
clear that Philip Hepbum was "after her;" and to 
Philip, Kester had an instinctive objection, a kind of 
natural antipathy such as has existed in all ages be- 
tween the dwellers in a town and those in the country, 
between agriculture and trade. So, while Kinraid and 
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Sylvia Itept up tlieir lialf-tendcr, Lalf-jesting donversa- 
tion^ Kester was making up hh bIow persisteöt miad as 
kto the desirability of the joung man then prcBent as a 
(huBband for bis darling, aa much irom his heing other 
than Philip in every re§pect^ as from the individual 
good qualities he possessed, Kester'ö first opportunity 
of favDiiriüg; Kinraid^s suit conaisted in being aa long 
as possible over his milking; so never were cows tbat 
required such "Strippings" <*^' ^^re expected to yield 
iu€h **afterings'' as Black Neil and Daisy that night. 
Bat all tbiügö mtist come to an end^ and at length 
Lester got up from his three-legged stool, on seein g 
bat the othera did not — thnt the dip-candle in the 
lanthorn was Coming to an end — and that in two or 
tbree miantes more the shippon would be in dai'kness^ 
and so bis paus of milk be endangered. In an instant 
Sylvia had started ont of her delicious dreamland , her 
drooping eyes were raiaed, and recovered their power 
Observation: her ruddy arras were freed from the 
0n in whieh she Lad eafolded them, as a protection 
the gathering coldj and she had seized and ad- 
"jBÄted the wooden yoke across her shoulderB, ready to 
bear the brimming milk-paib to the daiiy. 

"Look yo' at her!" exclaimed Kegter to Cbarley, 
^as he adjuated the fragrant paiU on the yoke. "She 
thinkä she's missus a* ready, and she's allays for cariy- 
tng in t' milk since t' rhematiz cotched my shouther i' 
t' back end; and when she says 'Yea/ it's as intich as 
ma heed*a worth to say, *Nay.'^* 

And along the wall, round the comer, down the 
round slippery stonea of the rambling farmyard, behind 
biiildings, did Sylvia trip, safe, and wcll-poisedj 
ugh the ground wore all one coating of white snow^ 
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and m many plaees was so slippoiy a§ to oblige Kin- 

I raid to lin^r near Kester» the lantem-bearer. Köster 
did not lose bis opportunity, tbough the cold mistj 
»igbt air provoked bis astbmatic cough wbenever be 

^ breatbed^ and often luterrupted hU worda. 

**Sbe'fl a good wencb — a good wench m iver waa 

:^ an^ eome on a good stock; an^ tbat^s aiimmat^ whe- 
tber in a eow or a woman. A Ve knowu her &om a 
babby; sbe's a reet down good nn." 

B7 tbifi time they had reached the back kitcben 
door, just as Sylvia had unladen herseif , and was std- 

\ king a light witb £mt and tinder. Tho bonse seemed 
vajrm and inyiting afiter the piercing outer air, altboagh 
the kitchen itito wbieh tbey entered contained oniy a 
raked and alnm bering fir© at one end, over wbich, on 
a cTOok^ bung tbe immense pan of potatoes cooking für 

I the evening meal of tbe pigs. To this pan Keater im- 

I mediately addressed himself, swinging it i-onnd with 
ease, owing to tbe admirable simpUcitj of tbe old- 

I fasbioned machinery. Kinrald stood between Kester 
and tbe door into tbe dairy, through whicb Sylvia had 

I vanißhed witb tbe milk. He half wiöhed to conciliate 
Keatcr by belping bim, but he socemed also attracted, 
hy a force whicb annibilated bis will, to follow her 
wherever she went. Kester read .bis mind. 

**Let alone, let alone/' aaid he; "pigs' vittle takes 
noan such dainty carry! ng äs milk, A may set it down 

i and ne'er spill a drop; slie's noan fit for t' eerve swine« 
nor yo' otber, mester; bettex belp her t' teem t* milk.^* 
So Kinraid foliowed tbe light — bis Ugbt — - into 
tbe icy chill of tbe dairy, wbere the brigbt polisbed tin 
cans were quickly dimmed witb tbe warm, &weet-smell* 
ing milk, tbat Sylvia was emptying out into tbe browji 
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pans. In bis haste to help her, Charley took up one 
of the paus. 

"Eh? thatVs to be strained. Yo' have a' the cow's 
hair in. Mother's veiy particalar, and cannot abide a 
hair." 

So ahe went over to her awkward dairymaid, and 
before she — but not before he — was aware of the 
8weet proximity, she was adjusting his happy awkward 
arms to the new office of holding a milk-strainer over 
the bowl, and pooring the white liquid through it. 

"There!" said she, looking up for a moment, and 
half blushing; ^^now youUl know how to do it next 
time." 

"I wish next time was to come now," said Kinraid; 
bnt she had returned to her own pail, and seemed not 
to hear him. He followed her to her side of the dairy. 
"Fve bnt a short memory, can yo' not show me again 
how t' hold t' strainer?" 

"No," said she, half laughing, but holding her 
strainer fast in spite of his insinuating efforts to unlock 
her fingers. "But there's no need to teil mo yoVe 
getten a short memory." 

"Why? what have I done? how dun you know 
it?" 

"Last night," she began, and then she stopped, and 
tomed away her head, pretending to be busy in her 
dairy duties of rinsing and such like. 

"Welll" said he, half conjecturing her meaning, 
and flattered by it, if his conjecture were right. "Last 
night — what?" 

"Oh, yo' knowl" said she, as if impatient at being 
both literally and metaphorically followed about, and 
driven into a corner. 

Sylria's Lovers. I. 1^ 
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"No; teil me," persisted he. 

"Well," Said she, "if 70' will have it, I think yo' 
showed yo'd but a short memory when yo' didn't 
know me again, and yo' were üve times at this house 
last winter and that's not so long sin. But I suppose 
yo' see a vast o' things on yo'r voyages by land or by 
sea, and then it's but natural yo' should forget." She 
wished she could go on talking, but could not think 
of anything more to say just then; for, in the middle 
of her sentence the flattering interpretation he might 
put upon her words, on her knowing so exactly the 
number of times he had been to Haytersbank, flashed 
upon her, and she wanted to lead the conversation a 
little farther afield ■ — to make it a little less personal. 
This was not bis wish, however. In a tone which 
thrilled through her, even in her own despite, he 
Said: 

"Do yo' think that can ever happen again, 
Sylvia?" 

She was quite silent; almost trembling. He re- 
peated the question as if to force her to answer. 
Driven to bay, she equivocated. 

"What happen again? Let me go, I dunno what 
yo're talking about, and I'm a'most numbed wi' 
cold." 

For the frosty air came sharp in through the open 
lattice window and the ice was already forming on 
the milk. Kinraid would have found a ready way 
of keeping bis cousins or indeed most young women 
warm; but he paused before he dared put bis arm 
round Sylvia; she had something so shy and wild 
in her look and manner; and her very innocence of 
what her words, spoken by another girl, might lead 
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to, mspired liim with respoct and kept Hm in check. 
So he content cd h im seif witli sayin^, 

'TU let jo' go into f warm kitchan if yoll teil 
E16 if yo* think I can e'er fordet yo' ag'ain," 

She looked up at hira defiantly, and aet her red 
Sps firm. He enjoyed her determinatiön not to reply 
Pto this question; it abowed she feit itö iignificance. 
Her pure eyes looked steadily into Ms; nor was the 
expressioo in bis such as to daunt her or make her 
afiraid, They were like two children defyißg- each 
other; each detennined to conquer. At last she un- 
blosed her lips, and nodding her head as if in triumphj 
"said, as ehe folded her arms once more in her check 
apx>n; 

"Yo'll have to go home sometime/^ 

"Not for a couple of hours yet," said he; **and 
^oTl he froaen first; ao yo^d better aay if I can e'er 
rget yo' again, without more ado."^' 

Perhaps the fresh voicea hreakin^ on the silence, 
- perhaps the tones were less modulated than they 
bad been before, but anyhow Bell Robson*s voice was 
heard calling Sylvia throngh the second door, whieh 
opened irom the diary to the honse-place, in which 
her mother had been tili thia moment asleep. Sylvia 
darted off in obedience to the call; glad to leavö 
him^ as at the moment ICinraid resentfolly imagined» 
Throngh the open door he heard the conversation 
between mother and dau^hter^ almost unconseioua of 
its meaning, so difTficult did he find it to wrench his 
thoughts from the adeas he had just been formin g with 
Sylvia^B bright lovely face right und er his ejes. 

** Sylvia!" aaid her motber, "who's yonder?" Bell 
was aitting up in the attitude of one startkd out of 

1^* 
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slumber into iatensity of listening; her hands on each 
of the chair-arms, as if just going to rise. "There's a 
fremd man i' t' house. I heerd his voice!" 

"It's only — it's just Charley Kinraid; he was a- 
talking to me V V dairy." 

"r t' dairy, lass! and how com'd he i* t* dairy?" 

"He com'd to see feyther. Feyther asked him last 
night,'' Said Sylvia, conscious that he could overhear 
every word that was said, and a little suspecting that 
he was no great favourite with her mother. 

"Thy feyther's out; how com'd he i' t' dairy?" 
persevered Bell. 

"He com'd past this window, and saw yo' asleep^ 
and didn't like for t' waken yo'; so he com'd on to t' 
shippon, and when I camed t' milk in — " 

But now Kinraid came in, feeling the awkwardness 
of his Situation a little, yet witk an expression so 
pleasant and manly in his open face, and in his ex- 
culpatory manner, that Sylvia lost his first words in a 
Strange kind of pride of possession in him, about which 
she did not reason nor care to define the grounds. But 
her mother rose from her chair somewhat formally, as 
if she did not intend to sit down again while he stayed, 
yet was too weak to be kept in that Standing attitude 
long. 

"I'm afeared, sir, Sylvie hasn't told yo' that my 
measter's out, and not like to be in tili late. He'U be 
main and sorry to have missed yo'." 

There was nothing for it after this but to go. His 
only comfort was that oü Sylvia's rosy face he could 
read unmistakable signs of regret and dismay. His 
sailor's life, in bringing him suddenly face to face with 
unexpected events, had given him something of that 
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self-poBsession wLidi wo consider tlie attriUnte of a 
gentlemau; and wJtli an npparent calmness wliich 
almcmt di^appointed Sylvia^ wlio con^trued it into a 
Symptom of' iudifferenee as to whetLer he went öt 
ßtayed, he hade her mother good-night, and only said, 
in hol ding her hand a miniite hmg-tsr than was ab- 
eolutely necessary, 

"Tm commg back öre 1 ßail^ ^ind theD, maybe, 
yoUl ans wer yoti queition." 

He spoke low, and her mother was re-arranging 
lierself ia her chair^ eise Sylvia would have had 
to repeat the previoiis words. Ab it was, with soft 
thrilling idea^j riü^tng throtigh her^ ehe could get 
her whcel, and sit down to her Bpinning by the fire; 
waiting for her mother to «peak first^ Sylvia dreamt 
her dreams. 

Bell Robson was partly aware of the State of things, 
RS far as it lay on the surftice, She was not aware 
Low deep down certain feelings had penetrate^d into 
the girPö heart who gat on the other side of the ßre^ 
with a little sad air diffused over her face and figure. 
Bell loüked upon Bylvia as still a chlld, to be wamed 
4sff forbidden things by threats of danger, But the for- 
bidden thing was already tasted^ and posöihle danger 
in itfl füll acquäeition only served to raako it moro pre- 
eid«0^weet. 

Bell pat upriglit in her chair^ g^^irig into the fire. 
Her milk-white linen mob-cap fringed round and 
softened her face, from which the usnal applc-red waa 
bnüidfaed by illneaa, and the feiiture^^ irom the same 
eaaifle, lendered more prominent and stem, She had a 
elean buff kerchief round her neck, and &tußi?d into 
the bosom of her Snnday woolleu gown of dark blue, 
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— if ßhe had been in working-trim she would Have 
wom a bed-gown like Sjlvia's. Her sleeves were 
pinned back at the elbows, and her brown arms and 
hard-working hands lay crossed in onwonted idleness 
on her check apron. Her knitting was bj her aide: 
and if she had been going through any accnstomed 
calculation or consideration she would have had it 
busily clinking in her fingers. But she had something 
qoite beyond common to think about, and, perhaps, to 
speak about; and for the minute she was not equal to 
knitting. 

"Sylvie," she began at length, "did I e'er teil thee 
on Nancy Hartley as I knew when I were a child? 
Tm thinking a deal on her to-night; maybe it's because 
IVe been dreaming on yon old times. She was a 
bonny lass as ever were seen, IVe heerd folk say; but 
that were afore I knew her. When I knew her she 
were crazy, poor wench; wi' her black hair a-stream- 
ing down her back, and her eyes, as were ahmest as 
black, allays crying out for pity, though never a word 
she spoke but ^He once was here.' Just that o'er and 
o'er again, whether she were cold or hot, füll or 
hungry, 'He once was here,' were all her speech. 
She had been farm-servant to my mother^s brother — 
James Hepbum, thy great-uncle as was; she were a 
poor, friendless wench, a parish 'prentice, but honest 
and gaum-like, tili a lad, as nobody knowed, came 
o'er the hills one sheep-shearing fra' Whitehaven; he 
had summat to do wi' th^ sea, though not rightly to 
be called a sailor; and he made a deal on Nancy 
Hartley, just to beguile the time like; and he went 
away and ne'er sent a thought after her more. It^s 
the way as lads have; and there^s no holding them 
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^FEen thej're fellows as nobody knows — neitlier 
wbere tLey came fro\ nor what tliey ve been doing 
a' their livös, tUl tliej come athwart some poor weach 
like Najiey Hartlej. Siie were biit a softy after all; 
for sliG left off doiBg her work in a proper m anner* 
IVe beerd mj auot say as she foiind out as summat 
was wrong wi^ Nancy as soon as tb' milk tumed 
bing-y, for there ne^er bad been sucb a elean lass 
about bor milk-cans aforc that; and frora bad it grew 
^Kto irorse, and she woald sit and do notbiD^ bat play 
^■wr her fingers fro' laorn tili night, and if they asked 
her what ailed her, she juat aaid^ *He once wm berej' 
and if tbey bade her go about her work^ it were a' 
the same* And when tbey scolded ber^ and pretty 
sbarp too, sbe woald stand up and put ber bair from 
her eyce, and look about her like a crazy tbing 
searcbing for ber wits^ and ne'er finding tbem, for 
all she coüld tbink on was jnst, ^He once was bera^ 
It were a caution to me again thinking a man t* 
mean what he aays when he's a talking to a young 
Woman."' 

Bat what became on poor Nancy?'' asked 
iylvia- 

^^Wbat shouid become on her or on any lass aa 
gives beraer up to thinking on a man who carea nougbt 
ibr ber?" repüed her mother, a little severely, **Sbe 
were crazed, and niy aunt eouldn't keep her on, could 
ßbe? Sbe did keep her a long weary time, thinking 
m ©he woüldj maybe, come to ber3el\ and', anybow, 
fihe were a motberlesä wcncb. Eut at lengtb she bad 
for t' go wbere «he came tVo' — back to Keswick 
workbouse; and when lagt I heeid on her sbe were 
cbained to tb' grcat kiteben dresser i* t' workbouse j 
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they'd beaten her tili she were taught to be silent and 
quiet i^ th' daytime, but at night, when she were left 
alone, she would take up th' oud cry, tili it wnmg 
their hearts so they'd many a time to come down and 
beat her again to get any peace. It were a caution to 
me, as I said afore, to keep fro' thinking on men as 
L thought nought on me." 

"Poor crazy Nancy!" sighed Sylvia. The mother 
wondered if she had taken the "caution" to herseif, 
or was only füll of pity for the mad girl, dead long 
before. 



CHAPTEK XVI 

The Engagement. 

"As the day lengthens so the cold strengthens." 
It was so that year; the hard frost which began on 
New Year's Eve lasted on and on into late February, 
black and bitter, but welcome enough to the farmers, 
as it kept back the too early growth of autumn-sown 
wheat, and gave them the opportunity of leading 
manure. But it did not suit invalids as well, and 
Bell Robson, though not getting worse, did not make 
any progress towards amendment. Sylvia was kept 
very busy, notwithstanding that she had the assistance 
of a poor widow-woman in the neighbourhood on 
cleaning, or washing, or chuming days. Her life was 
quiet and monotonous although hard-working; and 
while her hands mechanically found and did their 
accustomed labour, the thoughts that rose in her head 
always centred on Charley Kinraid, his ways, bis 
words, his looks, whether they all meant what she 
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ronM fam bf^ieve tlicy ditl, aud wliethcri meanmg' 
VC at the time, such a fceling was likely to endure. 
Her motheT^s story of crazy Nancy had taken hold of 
i^ber; but not as a *^cautton/' ratUcr as a parallel ease 

her üwn. Like Nancy, and borrowjng tlie poor 
girre own words, she would say softly to herseif, 
"He onee was her«;** bttt all along- ehe helieved in 
her lieart he wonld come back aj^in to her, tbongh 
it touched her strangcily to imagine the agooies of foi*- 
galten love* 

Philip knew little of all this. He was very hüsy 
with facts and fignreff, doggedly fighting through the 
necessary hiisiness, and only now aud then allowing 
him&elf the delieiocis relaxation of going to Hajrters- 
bank in an evening', to inquirc after bis aunts bealtb, 
and to see Sylvia; for the two Fosfcers were punctilionsly 
anxions to mako their shopmen test all their State- 
ments^ insiöting on ao examinatioa of the stock, as if 
Hepbum and Coulson were strangers to the shop; 
baving the Monkshaven auctioncer in to appraise the 
fixtures, and necesäMary fnmiturc; going over the shop 
books for the last twen ty years witb their snccessors, 
an employmeDt which took iip evenmg after evening; 
and not unfrequently taking one of the yonng raen on 
tbe long eommertiial joiuneys w^hich wcre tediously 
made in a gig. By degrecs both Hcpbnm and Coulson 
were introduced to distant mjumfactiirers and whole- 
sale dealers. Tliey wonld have bcen willing to take 
the Posters* word for every Statement the brotbcrs had 
inade on New Year's Day; but this, it was evident, 
wonld not have satisfied their masters, wbo were 
scmpiilous in insisting that whatever ad van tage tbere 
was ßhoEld always fall on tbe ßidc of the younger men* 
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Wlien Pliilip aaw Bjrlvia ahe was alwaya quiet and 
gentle; perhaps more Bileut than bLq Lad been a year 
ago, and ehe did not attend so hrhkly to wbat was 
pa&ging- around Ler. She was ratlicr thinnor and palcrj 
bat whatever change there was in her was alwajs an 
improvement in Philip' a eyes^ so long as she apoke 
gracioTiBlj tö hiin* He thonglit öhe was suffering" from 
long-continued anxlety abont her mother, or that ahe 
had too much to do; and either cause was enough to 
jnake him treat her with a grave regaid and deference 
which had a represaed tendemoss in it, of which she, 
otlierwise occupied, was quite unaware* She liked him 
better, too, than she had done a year or two before, 
because he did not show her any of the eager attention 
wliich teased her then^ althongh its meaning was not 
fuUy understood. 

Things were much in this atate when the frost 
bröke, and milder weather succeeded. This was the 
time so long iooked forward to by the invalid and her 
friendsj as favouring the doctor*s recommendation of 
change ot" air. Her hiisband was to take her to spend 
a fortnight with a kindly neighbour, who livsd near 
tbe farm they had occupied, forty miles or so Inland, 
hefore they came to Haytersbank. The widow-woman 
w^as to come and stay in the bouae, to keep Sylvia 
Company, during her mother's absence. Daniel, indeed, 
was te retum home after conveying hia wile to her 
destination; but there was so much to be done on the 
land at this time of the year, that Sylvia would havo 
been alone all day had it not been for the arrange- 
ment just mentioned. 

There was aetive stirring in Moukshaven barbour 
as well as on shore. The whalers were iinishing their 



Ittiögs-otit foT tte Greenland scas, It was a **close** 
seaBon, tliat is to my^ there would be diffieultj iii 
-psiBsing tJie bamer of ice wLich lay between tJiö ships 
and tlie whaliiig-gTüundü; and yet these raust be 
reached before Juao, or the year^ü expedition would 
be of Httle avaii Every blackBmith's sbop rung 
witii tbe rbythmical clang of busy bammers, beat- 
iiig out üld irofl^ such as boree-shoeSj nails or sfcuba, 
into tbe great Lai^poona; tbe quajs were tbronged with 
büsy and important uailora, rusbiag blther and tliither, 
conscious of the domand in whieb they were beld at 
tbis season of tbe year- It was war timo too. Many 
eaptains uitable to procure rnen m Monksbayen would 
hav^e to couiplete their crews in thö Sbetlands. The 
Shops in the town were equallj buBj; stores bad to be 
purchased by the wh al in g-m asters, waim clothing- of 
all ßorts to be provided. Theae were the larger whole- 
aale Orders; but many a man, and womaE^ too, brought 
ottt their small boards to purcbaae extra comforts, or 
precious keepsakes for some beloved one. It was tbe 
time of tbe ^eat half-yearly traffic of the place ^ an- 
other impetnB was giveii to buainess wben tbe wbalers 
returned in tbe autumn, and the men were fluab of 
money, and ftill of delight at once mor© seeing their 
homes and their friends. 

There was nincb to be done in Fosters' shop, and 
later hours were kept than naual Sorae perplexity or 
otber was oc^upying John aod Jeremiah Poster; their 
minda were not so mueh on the alert as usuaL, being 
engaged on sorae weighty matter of which they had 
as yet spoken to no oae. Bat it thua happened that 
tliey did not give the prompt assistance they were ac- 
cuütomed to render at such times^ and Coulson had 
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been away on some of the new expeditions devolving 
on him and Philip as future partners. One evening 
after the shop was closed, while thej were examining 
the goods, and comparing the sales with the entries in 
the day-book, Coulson suddenly inquired, — 

"By the way, Hester, does thee know where the 
parcel of best bandanas is gone? There was four left, 
as I'm pretty sure, when I set off to Sands-end; and 
to-day Mark Alderson came in, and would fain have 
had one, and I could find none nowhere." 

"I sold the last to-day, to yon sailor, the speck- 
sioneer, who fought the press-gang same time as poor 
Darley were killed. He took it, and three yards of 
yon pink ribbon wi' the black and yellow crosses on 
it, as Philip could never abide. Philip has got them 
i' t' book, if he'll only look." 

**Is he here again?" said Philip; "I did not see 
him. What brings him here, where he's noan wanted?" 

"The shop were throng wi' folk," said Hester, 
"and he knew his own mind about the handkercher, 
and didn^t tarry long. Just as he was leaving, his 
eye caught on t' ribbon, and he came back for it. It 
were when yo' were serving Mary Darby and there 
was a vast o* folk about ye." 

"I wish rd Seen him," said Coulson. "Pd ha* 
given him a word and a look he*d not ha' forgotten 
in a hurry." 

"Why, what's up?" said Philip, surprised at Wil- 
liam's unusual manner, and, at the same time, rather 
gratified to find a reflection of his own feelings about 
Kinraid. Coulson's face was pale with anger, but for 
a moment or two he seemed uncertain whether he 
would reply or not. 
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p!" Bald Im at lengtL ^^It^s jaat tbis: lie came 
.er mj iister for Letter nor two year; and a better 
Jaas' — HO, nor a prcttier i' mj eyes — niver broke 
liread« And t]ien my master saw another gü-l, whom 
lie liked better" — William almöat choked in bis 
eudeavoar to keep down all appearaoce of violent 
an^er, and tben went on^ '^and wbo he pltijed t* same 
game wi\ as IVe heerd telL^' 

^^Änd how did tby sister take it?" asked Pbilip, 
eagerlj. 

"Bbe died in a six-mon£h," aaid William; "sbe 
forgived bim, but it*s bejond nie, I tbougiit it were 
Mm wbeti I heerd of tho work about Darley; Kinraid 
— and Coming fra^ Newcassel, where Annie lived 
*prentice — and I made inquiry, and it were f same 
man. But rU say no more about him, for it stirs the 
ild Adam niore nor I like, or is fitting." 

Out of respect to bim, Pliilip asked no more qaes- 
tioDB, altbough thcre were many tbingg tbat be fain 
wo nid have known, Botb Coulson and he went silently 
and grimly tbrough the remainder of their day's work 
ludepeiident of any personal iuterest which eitber or 
both of tbem Lad or might have in Kinraid^s being a 
ligM o' love, tbis fault of bis was one with which the 
two grave, aedate young men had no sympatby. Their 
bearts were true aod coastant, wbatever eläe migbt be 
their failiugs; and it is no new thing to "damn the 
faultö we have no mind to." Pliilip wished tbat it 
was not ßo late, or tbat veiy evening ho would have 
gono to keep guard over Sylvia in her motber^a ab- 
sence — tiay^ perhapa he mi gbt have aeen reason to 
give her a warning of Bome kind. But^ if hc had done 
00, it would bave been lockitig tbe stable-door after 
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the steed was stolen. Kinraid lia,d tumed bis Steps 
towärds Hajtcrsbank Farm as soon as ever he had 
completed his purchases. He bad only come that 
aftemoon to Monksbaverij and for th© sole purpoge of 
seeing Sylvia once more before he went to fulfil his 
enga^ement as spccksioneer in the Unanifj^ a whaling'' 
vessel that was to sail from Korth Shields on Thurs- 
day moming, and Üiia was Monday, 

Sylvia sat in the hoiiBe-place^ her hack to the long^ 
low Window, in order to have all the light the after- 
DOon houT afibrded for her work. Ä hasket of her 
father 9 nninended stockin^ was on the little round 
table beside her, and one was on her left hand^ which 
Eihe Bijpposed herself to be mending; hnt from time to 
time she made long pause&j and looked in the fire; and 
yet there wae but little motion of flame or light in it 
out of whlcb to conjure visiong. It was **redd up" 
for the aftemoon; covered with a black mass of coal, 
over which the eqiially black kettle hnng on the crook. 
In the baek-kitchen Dolly Reid^ Bylvia^s assistant 
duTing her mother^s absence, cbauted a Ingubrious ditty, 
hefitting her eondition as a widow, while she cleaned 
tins, and cans, and milking pails. Perhaps these bust- 
ling fiounds prevented Sylvia firom hearing approachtng 
footatepa Coming down the hrow with swift advance; 
at any rate, ehe started and suddenly stood up as some 
one entered the open door. It was stränge she shonid 
be so rauch startled, for the person who entered had 
been in lier thoughts all dnring those long paujes. 
Charley Kinraid and the story of crazy Nancy had 
been the siibjects for her dreams for many a day, and 
many a night. Now h© stood there, bright and hand- 
Bome as ever, with just that mach timidity in his fa 
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anxietj as to hls weleome, which g-ave liis accost 
an added cliarm, could slie but have perceived it. But 
she was so afraid of berst^lf, so UDwilling to sliow wliat 
she feit» and Low much slie liad been thinking' of hira 
in h!s absence, that her reception seemed cold and 
still. She did not come forward to meet him; ehe 
weut crimson to the very roots of her hair^ but that, 
in the waning light, he could not see; and sho shook 
so that she feh as if siie could hardlj stand; but the 
tremor was not risible to him. She wondered if he 
remembered the kiss that had passed between them on 
New Year's Eye — the words that had been §poken 
in the dairy on New Year's Day; the tonea» the looks, 
that had aceompanied those words. But all she said, 
wa§ — 

"I didn't tbink to see you. I thoaght you'd ha' 
sailed." 

**I told yo' I should come back» did not I?" said 
he, still Standing, with bis hat in bis band, waiting to 
he asked to ßlt down; and she» in her baabfubeas, for- 
getting to give the invitation» but, instead, pret endin g 
to be attentiTely mending the stocking she beld, 
Neither could keep quiet and silent long* She feit bis 
Byes were upon her, watching every motion, and grew 
more and more confused in her expression and be- 
havioor. He was a little taken aback by the nature 
of hiö reception, and was not sure at first whetber to 
take the great ehange in her manner, from what it had 
been when lai^t he saw her, as a favourable Symptom 
or otherwise. By-and-byj luckily for him, in some 
tum of her arm to reach the scissore on the table, ahe 
CÄtight the odge of her work-baskct, and down it feil. 
She stooped to pick np the seattered stock ings and 
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ball of worsted, and so did he; and when tliey rose up, 
he had fast hold of her hand, and her face was tumed 
away, half ready to cry. 

"What ails ye at me?" said he, beseechingly. 
"You might ha* forgotten me; and yet I thought we 
made a bargain against forgetting each other/' No 
ans wer. He wei^it on: "Ye've never been out o' my 
thoughts, Sylvia Robson; and Pm comed back to 
Monkshaven for nought but to see you once and again 
afore I go away to the northem seas. It's not two 
hour sin* I landed at Monkshaven, and IVe been near 
neither kith nor kin as yet; and now I*m here you 
won't speak to me." 

"I don't know what to say," said she, in a low, 
almost inaudible tone. Then hardening herseif, and 
resolving to speak as if she did not understand bis 
only half-expressed meaning, she lifted up her head, 
and all but looking at him — while she wrenched her 
band out of bis — she said: "Mother's gone to Middle- 
ham for a visit, and feyther's out i' t' ploughfield wi' 
Kester; but he'll be in aibre long." 

Charley did not speak for a minute or so. Then 
he said — 

"Yo're not so duU as to think Tm comed all this 
way for t' see either your father or your mother. IVe 
a great respect for 'em both; but I'd hardly ha' come 
all this way for to see 'em, and me bound to be back 
in Shields, if I walk every Step of the way, by Wed- 
nesday night. It's that yo' won't understand my mean- 
ing, Sylvia; it's noan that you don't or that you can't" 
He made no effort to re-possess himself of her band. 
She was quite silent, but in spite of herseif she drew 
long hard breaths. "I may go back to where I came 
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from/' he went on* ^*I tliougbt to go to sea wi^ a 
bleseed bope to clieer tne np, and a knowledge o^ some 
one as loyed me as Td left behind me; some one as 
loved me Laif as much as I did her; for tli* measure o' 
inj love toward Ler is so great and mighty, Td be 
content wf half as much irom her, tili Td taught her 
to love me inore, B^t if she^s a cold heart aod caniiot 
care for a honest sailor, whj, then, Td best go back 
at onee." 

He made for the door. He mnst have been pretty 
sore firom some sign or otber, or he wonld never have 
left it to her womanlj pride to give way^ and for her 
to make the next advancc« He had not taken two 
Steps whoo she tnmed quicklj toward s hinij and aaid 
something — the echo of whlch rather than the words 
themaelves reached him. 

"I didn^t know yo' cared for me; yo' niTer said 
In an instant he wm back at her side^ hls arm 
round her io spite of her short atraggle, and his eager 
passionate voiee saying, **Yo* never knowed I loved 
jou^ Sylvia P say it again, and look i^ mj face while 
you say it, if yon can. Why, last winter I thought 
yo'd be auch a woman when yo'd come to be one as 
my een had never looked upon, and this year, ever 
sin^ I aaw yo' in the kitchen comer sittmg erouching 
behind my unclej I as good as swore Fd have yo' for 
wife, or never wed at all. And it was not long ere 
yo* knowed it, for all yo* wert so coy, and now yo' 
have the face — no, yo* have not the face — come, 
my darling, what is it?" for she was erying; and on 
bis t Urning her wet blusbing face toward s him the 
better to look at it, she auddenly hid it in bis breast. 
He luUed and soothed her in hii arme, as if she had 
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been a weeping child and he her motherj and then 
^ they sat down on the settle together, and when she 
was more composed they began to talk. He asked her 
about her mother; not sorry in his heart at Bell Bob- 
son's absence. He had intended if necessary to ac- 
knowledge his wishes and desires with regard to Sylvia 
to her parents; but for various reasons he was not 
sorry that circumstances had given him the chance of 
seeing her alone, and obtaining her promise to marry 
him without being obliged to teil either her father or 
her mother at present. **I ha* spent my money pretty 
free," he said, "and IVe ne'er a penny to Üie fore, 
and yo'r parents may look for something better for yo\ 
my pretty; but when I come back fro' this voyage I 
shall stand a chance of having a share T th* Urania^ 
and maybe I shall be mate as well as speckaioneer; 
and I can get a matter of from seventy to ninety 
pound a voyage, let alone the half-guineaa for every 
whale I strike, and six Shilling a gallon on th* oil; 
and if I keep steady wi' Forbes and Company they'll 
make me master i' time, for IVe had good schooling, 
and can work a ship as well as any man; an* I leave 
yo' wi' yo'r parents, or take a cottage for yo' nigh at 
at band; bat I would like to have something to the 
fore, and that I shall have, please God, when we come 
back i* th* autumn. I shall go to sea happy, now, 
thinking IVe yo'r word. Yo're not a one to go back 
from it, I*m sure, eise it*s a long time to leave such 
a pretty girl as yo', and ne'er a chance of a letter 
reaching yo' just to teil yo* once again how I love yo', 
and to bid yo' not forget yo'r true love." 

"There'll be no need o' that," murmured Sylvia, 
She was too dizzy with happiness to have attended 
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mnch to his details of his worldly prospects, bat at the 
sonnd of liis tender words of love her eager heart was 
readj to listen. 

"I don't know," said he, wanting to draw her out 
into more eonfession of her feelings. ^^There^s rnany 
a one ready to come after yo'; and yo'r mother is not 
o'er captivated wi' me; and there's yon tall fellow of 
a coiudii as looks black at me, for if I^m not mista^en 
he^B a notion of being sweet on yo^ hisself.^^ 

*'Not he," said Sylvia, with some contempt in her 
tone. ^'He's so füll o* business and the shop, and o^ 
making money, and getting wealth." 

"Ay, ay, but perhaps when he gets a rieh man 
bell come and ask my Sylvia to be his wife, and what 
will ßhe say then?" 

^'Hell niver come asking such a foolish question," 
said flhe, a little impatiently; *^he knows what answer 
he'd get if he did/' 

Kinraid said, almost as if to himself, "Yo'r mother 
£ayonis him though." But she, weary of a subject 
ahe caxed nothing about, and eager to identify herseif 
with all his interests, asked him about his plans almost 
at the same time that he said these last words; and 
they went on as lovers do, intermixing a great many 
tender expressions with a very little conversation re- 
lating to facts. 

Dolly Beid came in, and went out softly, nnheeded 
by them. But Sylvia's listening ears caught her father^s 
voiee, as he and Kester retumed homewards from 
their day^s work in the plough-field; and she started 
away, and fled upstairs in shy afiright, leaving Charley 
to explain his presence in the solitary kitchen to her 
father. 

17* 
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He came in, not seeing that any one was there at 
first; for they had never thought of lighting a candle. 
Kinraid stepped forward into the firelight; his purpose 
of concealing what he had said to Sylvia quite melted 
away by the cordial welcome her father gave him the 
instant that he recognized him. 

"Bless thee, lad! who'd ha' thought o' seeing thee! 
Why, if iver a thought on thee at all, it were half 
way to Davis' Straits. To be sure, t' winter's been a 
dree season, and thou'rt, maybe, in the right on't to 
make a late start. Latest start as ever I made 
was ninth o'March, an' we Struck thirteen whales that 
year." 

"I've something to say to you," said Charley, in 
a hesitating voice, so diiBFerent to his usual hearty way, 
that Daniel gave him a keen look of attention before 
he began to speak. And, perhaps, the eider man was 
not unprepared for the communication that foUowed. 
At any rate, it was not un welcome. He liked Kin- 
raid, and had strong sympathy not merely with what 
he knew of the young sailor's character, but with the 
life he led, and the business he foUowed. Bobson 
listened to all he said with approving nods and winks, 
tili Charley had told him everything he had to say; 
and then he tumed and Struck his broad homy paLm 
into Eünraid's, as if concluding a bargain, while he 
expressed in words his hearty consent to their engage- 
ment. He wound up with a chuckle, as the thought 
Struck him that this great piece of business, of dis- 
posing of their only child, had been concluded while 
* his wife was away. 

"A'm noan so sure as t' missus will like it," said 
he; '*tho' whate'er she'll ha' to say again it, mischief 
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only knows. Bat she's noan keen on matterimony; 
thoagli a have made her as good a man as there is in 
a* t' Bidings. Anyhow, a'm master, and that she 
knows. Bat majbe, for t' sake o* peace an* quietness 
— tho' she's ne'er a scolding tongue, that a will say 
for her — we'n best keep this matter to oursels tili 
thou comes int* port again. The lass upstairs will like 
noaght better than t'* curl hersei round a secret, and 
parr o'er it, just as t' oud cat does o'er her blind 
kitten. Bat thoull be wanting to see t' lass, a*ll be 
boond. An oud man like me is not as good Company 
as a pretty lass." Laughing a low rieh laugh over his 
own wit, Daniel went to the bottom of the stairs, and 
called, "Sylvia, Sylvia! come down lass! a's reet; come 
down!" 

For a time there was no answer. Then a door 
was nnbolted, and Sylvia said, 

''I can't come down again. Tm noan Coming down 
again to-night." 

Daniel laughed the more at this, especially when 
he caoght Charley's look of disappointment. 

"Hearken how she's bolted her door! Shell noan 
come near os this night Eh! bat she's a stiff little i 
'nn; she's been our only one, and we'n mostly let her 
have her own way. But we'U have a pipe and a glass ; 
and that to my thinking is as good Company as iver a 
woman in Torkshire." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

R^jected Warnings. 

The post arrived at Monkshaven three times in 
the week; sometimes, indeed, there were not a dozen 
letters in the bag, which was brought thither bj a 
man in a light mail-cart, who took the better part of 
a day to drive from York*, dropping private bags here 
and there on the moors, at some squire^s lodge, or 
road-side inn. Of the number of letters that arrived in 
Monkshaven, the Fosters, shopkeepers and bankers, 
had the largest share. 

The moming succeeding the day on which Sylvia 
had engaged herseif to Kinraid, the Fosters deemed 
nnusually anxious to obtain their letters. Several times 
Jeremiah came out of the parlour in which bis brother 
John was sitting in expectant silence, and paseing 
through the shop, looked up and down the market- 
place in search of the old lame woman, who was 
charitably employed to deliver letters, and who mnst 
have been lamer than ever this moming, to judge from 
the lateness of her coming. Although none bnt the 
Fosters knew the canse of their impatience for their 
letters, yet there was such tacit sympathy between 
them and those whom they employed, that Hepbimiy 
Coulson, and Hester were all much relieved when the 
old woman at length appeared with her basket of 
letters. 

One of these seemed of especial consequence to the 
good brothers. They each separately looked at the 
direction, and then at one another; and without a word 
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tliej retumed witli it unread into the parlour, sbuttia^ 
the door, and drawmg' the groen silk curtain close^ the 
better ta read it in privacj. 

Botb Cöulsün and Philip feit tliat aomething umiäual 
wai g'oing' cm; find were, perhaps, aa füll of eoDSidera- 
tion ae to the possible coiitcnts of this London letter, 
as of attention to their more iromediate bnöinese. But 
fortimately there was little doing in the ehop, Philip^ 
indeed> was quite idle when Juhn ITo^ter opened the 
parlottr-door, and half-doubtfuUjr called hira mio th© 
room. As the door of communication shut tlie three 
in^ Coulson feit hiraself a little ag'grieved. A mmute 
ago Philip and he were on a IgvgI of ignorance, from 
wbich the former was eyidentlj going to he raiaed, 
But he aoon retumed to his usual i^tate of acqüieaccnce 
in things as thej were, which was partly Constitution al^ 
and partly the result of his Quaker training. 
hi It was apparontlj bj John FoBter^s wish that Philip 
had been summoned, Jeremiah, the lesö ener^tic and 
decided brother, waa ätlll diacussing the propriety of 
the Step when Philip entered. 

**No ueed for haste^ John; bfttter not call the young- 
TU an tili we have further considered the matter," 

But the joung man was there in presence; and 
John^a will carried the day. 

It seemed from hia account to Philip ( explanatory 
of wh^ he, in advancc of his brother's sie wer judg- 
ment^ thought to be a neceBaaicy atep) that the Foätera 
had for some time received anonyraouB letters, warning 
them, with distinet meaniug, thou^h in ambiguouä 
terms, against a certaio silk^raanufacturer in Spital- 
fields, with whom tbey had Lad straightforward busi- 
nesfl deaJingB for maoy jears; but to whom they hssd 
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latterly adTaaced money, The lettere hiated at the 
utter insolvency of this maniifacturer, They bad urged 
tteir correspondent to g-ive tbem bis name in conßdence, 
and tbis morDiDg^B letter bad broiigbt it; but tbe name 
^waa totall j unknown to tbem^ thougb there seemed no 
jeason to doubt tho reality of either it er tbe address, 
tbe latter of whicb was given in fulb Certain circum- 
stances were inentioned regarding tbe transactions be- 
tween the Fostcrs and tbis manufacturer^ wbicb could 
be known only to tbose who were in tbe confidence of 
one or tbe otber; and to tbe Fosters tbe man was, as 
bas been sald, a perfect stranger. Probabljj tbey would 
bave been nnwilling^ to inciur the riek ihey bad done 
on tbiä manufacturer Dickinaon's acconnt, if it bad not 
been that he belonged to tbe same denomination as 
tbemselveg, and was publicly distinguisbed for bis ex- 
cellent and philanthropic charaeter; but tbese lettere 
were provocative of anxiety, eapecially since tUie mom- 
Ing^a post bad brougbt out the writer'B füll name, and 
varions particulars ghowing bis intimate knowledge of 
Dickinson's affaira, 

After mucb perplexed consultation, John bad bit 
upon the plan of sending Hepbuni to London to make 
Beeret inquiries respectmg tbe trne character and com- 
mercial posjtion of the man whose creditors, not a 
montb ago, tbey had esteemed it an bononr to be. 

Even now Jereiaiab was ashamed of tbeir jrant of 
confidence in one so good; he believed that tbe infor- 
mation tbey bad received wotfld all prove a mistake, 
founded on erroneous groiinds, if not a pure inveution 
of an eneray; and he had only been brougbt partJally 
to consent to tbe send in g of Hephrn-n, by bis brotber's 
pledging bimself that tbe real nature of Fbilip's eoaod 
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shotild hß nnknown to any human creatnre, aave them 
three. 

As all thia was beiag revealed to Philip, he sat 
apparentlj onmoved and simplj attentiye- In fact, hs 
was giviBg all bis mind to uoderstanding the probabili- 
ties of the case, leaving his own feelings in the back- 
grouiid tiH bis intellect sbould have done ita work. He 
fiaid little; but what he did say was to tlie point, and 
satiatied both bröthers. John pe^coi^'^cd that big mes- 
eenger would esercise peDetration and act with energjj 
while Jeremiah was soothed by Philipps caution in not 
haatily admitting the probability of anj charge againit 
Dickinson, and in giving fall weight to his previons 
good conduct and good character. 

Philip had the satis facti on of feeling hlmself em- 
ployed on a mission whicb would call out bis powers, 
and yet not exceed them. In his own mind he forestalled 
the Instructions of his m asters, and was silently in ad- 
vanee of John Foster's plana and airangements, while 
he appeared to listen to all tbat was Said with quiet 
busine^s-liko attention. 

It was settied tbat the next nioruing he was to 
make bis way northwards to Hartlepool^ whence he 
could easily proceed either by land or sea to New- 
eastlei from whicb place smacks were constautly sailing 
to London. As to bis personal conduct and behaviour 
there, the brothers overwhelmed bim with directions 
and ad vice ; nor did they fail to draw out of the strong 
box in the thick wall of their eounting-bou^e a more 
thau Bufficient sam of money for all possible expenses. 
Philip had never had so much in his hands betöre, and 
hesitated to take it, saying it was more than he should 
re^uire; but they repeated^ with fresb urgency, their 
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wamings about the terrible high prices of London, tili 
he could only resolve to keep a strict acconnt, and 
bring back all that he did not expend, since nothmg 
bat his taking the whole sum wonld satisfy bis em- 
ployers. 

When he was once more behind the connter, he 
had leisare enongh for consideration as f ar as Coulson 
could give it him. The latter was silent, brooding over 
the confidence which Philip had apparently received, 
but which was withheld from him. He did not yet 
know of the culminating point — of Philip's propc^ed 
jonmey to London; that great city of London, which, 
from its very inaccessibility fifty years ago, loomed so 
magnificent throagh the mist of men^s imaginations. It 
is not to be denied that Philip feit exoltant at the 
mere fact of ^^ going to London.'^ Bat then again, the 
thoaght of leaving Sylvia; of going oat of possible 
daily reach of her; of not seeing her for a week — a 
fortnight; nay, he might be away for a month, — for 
no rash hurry was to mar his delicate negodadon, — 
gnawed at his heart, and spoilt any en^oyment he migfat 
have anticipated from gratified cariosity, or even from 
the consciousness of being trasted by those whose truet 
and regard he valued. The sense of what he was leaving 
grew upon him the longer he thoaght on the subject; 
he almost wished that he had told his masters earlier 
in the conversation of his onwillingness to leave Monka- 
haven for so long a time; and then again he feit that 
the gratitade he owed them qaite prohibited his de- 
clining any task they might impose, especially as they 
had more than once said that it woald not do for them 
to appear in the affair, and yet that to no one eise 
coald they entrost so difficult and delicate a matter. 
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ä^eral times that daj^, as he pfireeived Coulson's jealonB 
ettUenness, he thonglit in his heart tbat the consequence 
of tlie excessive coniideTice for which Coulson envied 
him, was a bürden from whicE he would be thankful 
to be relieved. 

As ihaj all aat at tea in Alice Rose^s bouse-placei 
Philip annomiced bis intended joumey; a piece of in- 
ate lügen L^e he had not commimicated earlier to CoulBon 
becÄUse he rat her dreaded the iuci'eaae of dibKatisfaction 
St was atire to produce, and of which be knew the es:- 
'pression would be restraioed hj the preeence of Alice 
Koee and her daughter* 

"To Lunnfml" exclaimed Alice. 

HeflteT äaid nothing. 

*'Wel][ Bome folks bas the luckl" said Coulson. 

*'LnckI" ßaid Alice ^ tuming aharp round on biin. 
'^Wiyer let me hear &ncb a vain word out o* thy mouth, 
laddie« again. It^s the Lord^a doing, and luck^s the 
devil's waj o' putting it. Majbe it's to try Philip he's 
aent tbere; happen it may be a fiery fiiraace to him; 
for Fve heerd teil it's füll o* temptations^ and he may 
fall intü sin — and then where'd be the ^luck' on it? 
Bat why art ta going? and the moming, say^st thoo? 
Why, thy best shirt is in t' suds, and no time fbr t' 
Starch and iron it. Whatten the great haste as shonld 
take theo to Lunnon wi'out tby ruffled shirt?" 

*It*B noan o* mj doing," aaid Philip; '^here's busi* 
ness to be done, and John Poster says Fm to do it;j 
aad Pm to start to-morrow," 

*ril not tum thee out wi'ont thy ruffled shirt, if I 
[sit up a' night," said Alice, resolutely. 

*Niver fret thyself, mother, about the shirt j" said 
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Philip. *^If I need a shirt, London^s not what I take 
it for if I can't buy myseF one ready-made." 

"Hearken to him!" said Alice. "He speaks as if 
baying of ready-made shirts were noat to him, and he 
wi' a good half-dozen as I made myseU. Eh, lad? but 
if that's the frame o* mind thou^rt in, Lmmon is like 
for to be a sore place o' tempt^tion. There^s pitfalls 
for men, and traps for money at every tum, as IVe 
heerd say. It would ha' been better if John Foster 
had sent an older man on bis business, whativer it be.'* 

"They seem to make a deal o' Philip all on a 
sudden,'' said Coulson. "He's sent for, and talked to 
in privacy, while Hester and me is left i' t' shop for t' 
bear the brunt of the serving." 

"Philip knows," said Hester, and then, somehow, 
her voice failed her and she stopped. 

Philip paid no attention to thishalf-utteredsentence; 
he was eager to teil Coulson, as far as he could do so 
without betraying bis master's secret, how many draw- 
backs there were to bis proposed joumey, in the re- 
sponsibility which it involved, and bis unwillingness 
to leave Monkshaven: he said, — 

"Coulson, rd give a deal it were thou that were 
going, and not me. At least, there is many a time 
I'd give a deal. I'll not deny but at other times Fm 
pleased at the thought on't. But, if I could, Pd change 
places wi' thee at this moment" 

"It's fine talking,'* said Coulson, half mollified, and 
yet not caring to show it. "I make no doubt it were 
an even chance betwixt us two at first, which on U8 
was to go; but somehow thou got the Start, and thou's 
stuck to it tili ifs too late for aught but to say thou's 
sorry." 
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"Nay, WilHam;^ aaid Philip ridng, *'ifi an ill 
look-out for tlie fature, if thce and me is to quairel, 
like two fiilly wenebes, o'er eacli bit o^ pleasure^ or 
what tliou fancies to bis plea^tire» as falls in the way 
of either on ue. IVe said truth to thee, and plajed 
thee fair, and IVe got to go to Hajtersbank for to 
w^ish "em good-by, so I'll not staj longer here to be 
miidoubted by tiee.** 

He took bis cap and was gone, not heeding Älice's 
pLrill inq^uiry a^ to bi» clothes and bis ruffled sbirt. 
Coalson sat still, penitent and asbamed; at lengtb be 
»toi 6 a look at Hester, She waa playing witb ber 
teaspoon, but bo could see tbat sbe was cboking down 
lier tears; be eonld not cboose but force her to speak 
with an ill-timed qnestion. 

^^Wbat'a to do, Haster?'' said ba 

She Ufted up tbose ejes» usually so ioft and aereiie; 
lOw tbey were fall of the light of indignation sbining 
rougb tears, 

"To do!" she said; **Couleün, Vd tboogbi better of 
thee, going and doubting and envying Philip, aa niver 
did, tbce an ill tum, or Said an ill-word^ or thought an 
ill-thonght by tbee; and sending bim away out o' t' 
hoaae tbis last night of all, maybe^ wl* thy envyings 
and jealonsy.^* 

Sbe baatily got np and left the room. Alice was 
Äway, looking up Pbilip's things for bis joumey. Conl- 
Bon remained alone^ feeling like a giiilty childj but 
diamayed by Bester ^s words, even more than by his 
OWn rögret at what be had said. 

Philip walked rapidly up the hill-road towards 
^aytersbank. He was cbafed and excited by Coul- 
sob's wordSf and the ereuts of ik% day. He had meant 
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to shape his life, and now it was, as it were, 'being 
shaped for him, and jet he was reproached for the 
coorse it was taking, as much as though ke were an 
active agent; accused of taking advantage over Conl- 
son, his intimate companion for years; he who esteemed 
himself above taking an nnfair advantage over any 
man! His feeling on the subject was akin to ihat of 
Gehazi, "Is thy servant a dog that he should do iMs 
thing?" 

His feelings, distorbed on this one point, shook his 
judgment off its balance on another. The resolntion 
he had deliberately formed of not speaking to Sjlvia 
on the snbject of his love tili he coold annoonce to her 
parents the fact of his snccession to Fosters^ business, 
and tili he had patiently, with long-continoing and deep 
affection, worked his way into her regard, was set 
aside dnring the present walk. He wonld speak to 
her of his passionate attachment, before he lef^, for an 
uncertain length of time, and the certain distance of 
London. And all the modification on this point which 
his judgment could obtain £rom his impetnons and ex- 
cited heart was, that he woold watch her words and 
manner well when he annoonced his approaching ah- 
sence, and if in them he read the slightest token of 
tender regretfal feeling, he would pour out his love at 
her feet, not even urging the young girl to make any 
retum, or to express the feelings of which he hoped 
the germ was already budding in her. He would be 
patient with her; he could not be patient himself. His 
heart beating, his busy mind reheaxsing the probable 
Coming seene, he tumed into the field-path that led to 
Haytersbank. Coming along it, and so meeting him, 
advanced Daniel fiobson, in eamest talk with Charloy 
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Kinraid. Kinraid, thea^ had beea at Uie farm^ Kin- 
raid had been eeeing Sj^lvia, her mather awaj^. Tho 
thoiight of poor de ad AiiDie Coulson Eaahed into Phi- 
lipps raind. Could he be playing the same game with 
Sylvia? Philip set hiu teeth and tif^iitened bis Ups at 
tbo tbougbt of it. They had stopped talking, they had 
eeen bim akeady, or bis impulöo woiild have been to 
dodge bebind tbe wall aad avoid tbem; eveB tbougb 
one of bis purposcs in going to Haytersbank had been 
to bid bis nncle farewelL 

lünraid took bim by surprise from tbe bearty greet- 
ing be gave bim, and wbich Philip would faiu bave 
avoided. Eut tbo speck sioueer waa füll of kindlinesa 
towards all tbe world, especially tüwards all Sylvia's 
friends, and convinced of her great love towarda him- 
self bad forgotten any jjrovious jealousy of PbiÜp. 
Setiiire and exultant, bis broad^ handsome^ weatber- 
broozed face was as great a contrast to Philipps long, 
tboughtfnl, aallüw coimtenance, as bis frank manner 
was to tbe other's cold reserve. It was Bome Tainuteä 
before Hepbnm could bring bimself to teil tbo great 
event tbat was abont to befall bim before tbis tbird 
person wbom Le eonsidered as an intrusive stranger. 
But as Kinraid eeemed to have oo idea of going on, 
and as there really was no reason wby be and all the 






World sboiild not kiiow of Philip*ö intentions, be told 
bis nncle tbat he was bound foi- London tbe next day 

business connected witb tbe Festere* 

Daniel was deeply Struck witb tbe fact tbat be was 
talking to a man aettiag off fbr London at a day's 
notice. 

*^Tbou*ll never teil m% tbis baen^t been brewing 
loager nor twelve bours^ tbou's a sly close ebap, and 
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we haimot seen thee tbis se^nnigbt; thou^ll ha* been 
thinking on this, and cogitating it, maybe, all that 
time." 

"Nay," Said Philip, "I knew noaght abont it last 
night; its none o' my doing, going, for Td liefw ha' 
stayed where I am." 

"Yo'U like it when once yo're there J' said Kinraid, 
with a travelled air of superiority as Philip fancied. 

"No, I shan't," he replied shortly. "Liking bas 
nought to do with it." 

"An' yo' knew nought abont it last night," con- 
tinued Daniel, musingly. "Well, life's soon o'er; eise 
when I were a young fellow, folks made their wills 
afore going to Lunnon." 

"Yet ril be bound to say yo' niver made a will 

before going to sea," said Philip, half-smiling. 

/ "Na, na; but that's quite another mak' o' thing; 

/ going to sea comes natteral to a man, bat going to 

j Lunnon, — I were once there, and were near deafened 

/ wi' t' throng and t' stound. I were but two hours i' t* 

place, though our ship lay a fortnight o£F Gravesend." 

Kinraid now seemed in a hurry; but Philip was 
stung with curiosity to ascertain bis movements, and 
suddenly addressed him: 

"I heard yo' were i' these parts. Are yo' for stay- 
ing here long?" 

There was a certain abruptness in Philipps tone, if 
not in bis words, which made Kinraid look in bis face 
with surprise, and answer with equal curtness. 

"I'm off i' th' moming; and sail for the north seas 
day after." 

He tumed away, and began to whistle, as if he did 
not wish for any further conversation with bis inter- 
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rogator. Philip, indeed, bad nothing more to saj to 
him: he had leamed all he wanted ta know. 

^Td like to bid good-by to Sylvia. Is she at 
home?*' he aaked of ber fatber. 

**A*m thinking thoull not find ber. SbeUl be off to 
YestexbaiTow t* see if sbe^d get a setting o* their eggs; 
her grey äpeckled hen is clueking, and noughtUl aerve 
onr Sylvia but thfir eggs to set her upon. But, for a* 
that^ she mayn^t be gone yeL Best go on and aee for 
thyser/^ 

So tbey parted; bnt Philip had not gone many 
Steps before hiö uncl« called him back, Kinraid slowly 
loitering on nieanwbile. Robson was furabÜng among 
8ome dirty papers be had m an old leatber caae, which 
he had prodüced out of Ms pocket, 

"Fact is, Pbilip^ V pleiigh^s in a bad way, gearing 
and 3,\ an' folk is talking on a new kind o* mak'; and 
if tboa's bound for York ^' 

**I'm not going by York; I'm going by a Nevcastle 
^^imack.'' 

^^^ **NewcaB8el — Xewcaasel — it's pretty rauch t' same. 
^^bere, lad, thou can read print easy; it's a bit aa was 
^Bnt out on a paper; there*s Newcass«li and York, and 
^^)urhsra, and a vast more towns named, wbere folk 
can learn a* about t' new mak* o' pleugh/' 

"I see,*' Haid Philip, ^''Robinson, Side, Nawcastle, 

Ncan give all requislte information.* " 
k "Ay, ay,'' said Robson; **thon'a bit V marrow on t' 
inatter. Now, if tbou^1; i' Newcassel, thou can learn 
all about it; thouVt littlo better nor ä woman, for surCj 
l being^ niainly acquaint wf ribbons^ hat tbey- 11 teil theo 
— they'll teil thee, lad; and wiite down wbat tbey 
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sayn, and wliat*8 to be f price, and look sharp aa to 
what kind o' folk they are as sells 'em, an' write and 
let me know. Thou'll be i' Newcassel to-morrow, 
maybe? Well, then TU reckon to hear fro' thee in a 
week, or, mayhap, less, — for t' land is backward, 
and I'd like to know about t' pleughs. Fd a montb's 
mind to write to Bronton, as married Molly Oomey, 
bat writing is more i' tby way an' t' parson's nor mine; 
and if thou sells ribbons, Bronton sells cheese, and 
that's no better." 

Philip promised to do bis best, and to write word 
to Robson, who, satisfied with bis willingness to nnde]> 
take tbe commission, bade bim go on and see if he 
could not find the lass. Her father was right in sajing 
that she might not have set out for Yesterbarrow. She 
had talked about it to Kinraid and her father in order 
to Cover her regret at her lover's accompanying her 
father to see some new kind of harpoon abont which 
the latter had spoken. But as soon as they had left 
the house, and she had covertly watched them np the 
brow in the field, she säte down to meditate and dream 
about her great happiness in being beloved by her 
hero, Charley Kinraid. No gloomy dread of bis long 
summer's absence; no fear of the cold, glittering ice- 
bergs bearing mercilessly down on the Urania^ nor 
shuddering anticipation of the dark waves of evil im- 
port, crossed her mind. He loved her, and that was 
enough. Her eyes looked, trance-like, into a dim, 
glorious future of life: her lips, still warm and reddened 
by bis kiss, were just parted in a happy smile, when 
she was startled by the sound of an approaching foot- 
step — a footstep quite familiär enough for her to re- 
cognize it, and which was unwelcome now, as distorbing 
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her in the one blessed stibject of tbought in whicb alone 
I sbe cared to indalge. 

*^Well, Philip! an' what b rings yo* herß?" was her 
[ rather nngraclous grecting. 

"Wlijt Sylvia, are j6^ sony to see me?" aaked 
Philip, reproacbfullj. But she tumed it off with as- 
fiumed li^htness. 

*^0h, jes," Said she. "IVe been wanting jo' Üiis 
ireek past wi' the matcli to mj bluö ribbon jo' eaid 
jo'd g^et and bring me next time yo* came." 

"IVe forgotten it, Sylvia, It bas clean goue ötit 
of my mind," said Philip, with true regret. "But Pve 
liad a deal to think on,'' he continued, penitently, as 
if auxioua to be forgiven- Sylvia did not want bis 
penitciice, did not care for her ribbon, was troubled by 
bis eamestneas of manner -^ but he knew notbing of 
all that; bö only knew tbat sbe whom he loved had 
asked bira to do sometbing for ber, and he had neglected 
it; so, amdüus to be e:s:cused and fürgivet», be went on 
with the apology she cared not to hear, 

If Kbe had been less occupied with her own affairsi 
less engrosscd with deep feeling, she would have re- 
proacbed bim, if only in jest, for his carelessness. As 
k it was, she scarcely took in the sense of bis words. 

"Ton üee, 8ylvia, Tve had a deal to think on; be- 
fore long I inten d teilin^ yo' all about it* just now 
Pm not free to do it. And when a man's mind is füll 
o* business, most particular when it's otber folks's as is 
trusted to him, he seems to loae count on the very 
things be'd nvost care for at another time." He paused 
a little. 

By Ivia^s galloping thougbts were pnlled snddenly 
up by bis silence; sbe feit that he wanted her to say 

18* 
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something, bat she could think of nothing besides an 
ambiguous, 

"WeU?" 

"And I'm o£P to London i^ t* moming," added be, a 
little wistfully, ahnost as if beseeching her to sbow or 
express some sorrow at a jonmey, tbe very destination 
of wbich sbowed tbat be would be absent for gome 
time. 

"To Lunnon!" said she, witb some surprise. "Yo're 
neyer tbinking on going to Kve tbere, for surel" 

Surprise, and curiosity, and wonder; notbing more, 
as PbiUp's instinct told bim. Bat be reasoned tbat 
first correct impression away witb ingenioas sopbistry. 

"Not to live tbere; only to stay for some time. I 
sball be back, I reckon, in a montb or so/* 

"Ob! tbat^s noagbt of a going away," said sbe, 
ratber petalantly. "Tbem as goes to tbe Greenland 
seas, bas to bide away for six montbs and pore,'* and 
sbe sigbed. 

Saddenly a ligbt sbone down into Pbilip^s mind. 
His Yoice was cbanged as be spoke next. 

"I met tbat good-for-notbing chap, Kinraid, wi' 
yo'r fatber just now. He'll ba' been bere, Sylvia?" 

Sbe stooped for sometbing sbe bad dropped, and 
came ap red as a rose. 

"To be sure; wbat tben?" And sbe eyed bim de- 
fiantly, tboagb in ber beart sbe trembled, sbe knew not 
wby. 

"Wbat tben? and yo'r motber away. He's no Com- 
pany for sacb as tbee, at no time, Sylvie." 

"Fatber and me cbooses our own Company, without 
ive!" asking leave o' yo'," said Sylvia, bastily arranging 
tbe tbings in tbe little wooden work-box tbat was on 
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I the table, preparatorj to putting it awaj. At tlie 
timet in hiß agitatioD, he saw, bat did not affix anj 
meaniDg to it, that tho half of sorao sÜYer coin was 
amoag the Contents thuB tumed o^er before the box 
was lockcd. 

**Bnt thj mother wDuldn^t like it, SjMa; he^e 
jilayed faLee wi' other lasses^ heUl be playing theo falae 
some o' theae daygj if thou lets him cotne ahout thee. 
Hs went on wi' Annio Coulson, Williain'ß öistor, tili he 
Uroke her be.art; and biül then he's been on wi* othei*B.'^ 

"I dnnnot bclieve a word on't," said Sylvia, stand- 
' ing np^ all aflame. 

**I niver tcUed a lie V mj life/' said Philip, almost 
chokiDg whb grief at her manner to him, and the re- 
gard for his rival whieh she hetrayed. **It were Willie 
Coubon ÜB telled me^ as Bolomu and seriouB as one 
irfan can speak to another^ and he said it wereu't the 
firet nor the last titne as he had made his own game 
Tirith young women." 

*And hüw dare ye come iiere to nie wi* yonr 
backbiting tales?'* said Sylvia, ahivering all over with 
paesion, 

Philip tried to keep calm, aad to explain, 

"It were yoV own mother, Sylvia, as kuowed yo' 
had no b rother, or any one to see afiter yo*; and yo^ so 
pretty, so pretty, Sylvia," he continued, shaktng his 
head, sadly, "that men run after yo' against their will, 
HS one may say; and yoV mother hade me watch o^er 
je and see what Company yo* kept, and who was 
follewiug after yo', and to warn yo\ if need were," 

**My mother ne'er bade yo'' to come öpying after 
me, and blaming me for soeing a lad as my father 
t Links well on. An' I don't büÜeve a woid «.Wis^ 
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Annie Coukon; an* I^m not going" to suffer yo' to come 
wi* jo'r tales to me; sajr *em out to hia face^ and heax 
what heUl say to ye." 

"Sylvia, Sylvia/' cried poor Philip^ as bis offended 
Cousin rushed past him, and upstairs ti> her little bed- 
room, where he heard the souud of the wooden bolt 
flyiiig" into its place. He eould Lear her feet pacing 
quick ly ab out through the unceiied raflexB* He säte 
still in deäjpair^ bis bead bmied iu bis two hands. He 
säte tili it grew dusk^ dark \ the wood fire, not gathered 
tog^ether by caretul hands, died out into grey ashes. 
Dolly Eeid haddone her work and gone home. There 
were but PbiJip and Sylvia in the bonse. He knew he 
onght to he going home^ for he Lad much to do» and 
many arrangementa to make. Yet it seemed as thougb 
he eould not stir. At langt h he raised his stiSened 
body, and stood up, dizzy. Up the little wooden stairs 

• h© went, where he had never been before, to the small 
^Square landing, alniost fiUed up witb the great ehest 

für oat-cake. He breafhed hard for a minutej and then 
knock ed at the door of Sylvia^s room. 

'^Sylvia! X*m going away^ say good-by," No 
answer. Not a sonnd heard. " Sylvia T' (a little 
louder, and less hoarsely spoken), there was no reply. 
'^Sylvia! I shall be a long time away- perbaps 1 may 

* niver come back at all;'' Lere be bitterly Üiought of an 
nnregarded death. "^'Say good-by." No answer. He 
waited patiently. Can she be wearied out^ and gone 
to sleep, he wondered. Yet once again — **Grood-by^ 
Sylvia, and God bless yo^I Tm aorry I vexed yoV 

No reply. 

With a heavy, heavy beart be creaked down tbe 
etairaj feit for bia cap, and left tbe house. 
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"She's wamed, any way," thought he. Just at that 
moment the little casement window of Sylvia's room 
was opened, and she said — 

"Good-by, Philip!" 

The window was shut again as soon as the words 
were spoken. Philip knew the uselessness of remain- 
ing; the need for his departure; and yet he stood still 
for a little time like one entranced, as if his will had 
lost all power to compel him to leave the place. Those 
two words of hers, which two hours before would have 
been so far beneath his aspirations, had now power to 
re-light hope, to quench reproach or blame. 

"She's but a young lassie," said he to himself; 
**an' Kinraid has been playing wi' her, as such as he 
can^t help doing, once they get among the women. 
An' I eame down sudden on her about Annie Coulson, 
and touched her pride. Maybe, too, it were ill-advised 
to teil her how her mother was feared for her. I 
couldn't ha' left the place to-morrow if he'd been biding 
liere; but he's off for half-a-year or so, and I'll be 
home again as soon as iver I can. In half a year such ' 
as be forgets, if iver he's thought serious about her; 
but in a' my lifetime, if I live to fourscore, I can niver 
folget. God bless her for saying * Good-by, Philip.'" 
He repeated the words aloud in fond mimicry of her 
tones: "Good-by, Philip." 
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CHÄPTEE XVIII. 

Eddy in Love^s Carrent. 

The next moming shone bright and clear, if ever 
a March momiug did. The beguiling month was 
Coming in like a lamb, with whatever storms it might 
go raging out. It was long since Philip had tasted 
the freshness of the early air on the shore, or in the 
country, as his employment at the shop detained him 
in Monkshaven tili the evening. And as he tomed 
down the quays (or staithes) on the north side of the 
river, towards the shore, and met the fresh sea-breeze 
blowing right in his face, it was impossible not to feel 
bright and elastic. With his knapsack slung over his 
Shoulder, he was prepared for a good Stretch towards 
Hartlepool, whence a coach would take him to New- 
castle before night. For seven or eight miles the level 
sands were as short and far more agreeable a read 
than the up and down land-ways. Philip walked on 
pretty briskly, unconsciously enjoying the sunny land- 
scape before him; the crisp curling waves roshing 
almost up to his feet, on his right band, and then 
swishing back over the fine small pebbles into the 
great swelling sea. To his left were the cliffs rising 
one behind another, having deep gullies here and 
there between, with long green slopes upward firom 
the land, and then sudden falls of brown and red soil 
or rock deepening to a yet greater richness of colour 
at their base towards the blue ocean before him. The 
loud, monoton ous murmur of the advancing and re- 
ceding waters lulled him into dreaminess; the sunny 
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look of eveiything tinged bits day-dreams witli hope. 
So he trttdged merrilj over tLe firit mile or so; not 
an obstaele to hin measured pace on the hard^ level 
pavemeiit; not a creatiu^e to be seen since he had left 
the littlo gathering of bare-legged urchins dabbling in 
the sea-poüls near Monkshaven. The eares of land 
were shut out bj the glorious barrier of rocks before 
hini. There wei'e some great mastieB tbat had btien 
detached bj the action of the weather, and lay half 
embeilded in the sand, draperied over bj tbe heavy 
pendent olivc-green sea-weed* The waves were nearer 
at this point ; the advancing aea came np with a mjghty 
distant length of roar; bere and tbere the smooth 
Bwell was lashed by the fr et against unseen irocka into 
white breakers^ but otheTwise the waves carae up from 
the German Ocean upon that English ähore with a 
long steady roll tbat might bave taken its firat impetiis 
far awaj, in the haiints of the sea-serpent on the coast 
of **NojTowa7 over the foani," The air was soft as 
May ; right overhead the sky was blne» but it deadened 
into grey near tbe eea lines. Flocke of seaguUs 
hovered abont the edgo of the waveö^ slowly riaing 
band turoing their white nnder-plnmage to glimmer in 
lihe ennlight as Philip approached. Tbe whole ecene 
was 80 peaceful^ so sootbing, that k dispelled the 
cares and fears {too well founded in fact) which had 
weighed down on hia heart during the dark hours of 
the past night. 

There was Haytersbank gully opening down ite 

een entrance among the wai-m brown bases of tbe 

Dliffa. Below, in the shcltered brushwood, among the 

'last year's withered leavesT some primroses might be 

found. He half thought of galheriDg Sylvia a ^o&^ 
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of them, and rashing up to the farm to make a little 
farewell peace-o£Pering. Bat on looking at his watch, 
he put all thoughts of sach an action ont of his 
head; it was above an hour later than he had sap- 
posed, and he mast make all haste on to Hartlepool. 
Just as he was approaching this gully, a man came 
dashing down, and ran out some waj upon the sand 
with the very force of his descent-, then he tumed 
to the lefb, and took the direction of Hartlepool a 
hundred yards or so in advance of Philip. He never 
stayed to look round him, bat went swiftly and 
steadily on his way. By the peculiar lurch in his 
walk — by everything — Philip knew it was the 
specksioneer, Ejnraid. 

Now the road up Haytersbank gully led to the 
farm, and nowhere eise. Still any one wishing to 
descend to the shore might do so by first going up to 
the Robsons' house, and skirting the walls tili they 
came to the little slender path down to the shore. 
Bat by the farm, by the very house-door they must 
of necessity pass. Philip slackened his pace, keeping 
ander the shadow of the rock. By-and-by Kinraid, 
Walking on the sunlit open sands, tumed round and 
looked long and eamestly towards Haytersbank gully. 
Hepbum paused when he paused, but as intently as 
he looked at some object above, so intently did Hep- 
bum look at him. No need to ascertain by sight 
towards whom his looks, his thoughts were directed. 
He took off his hat and waved it, touching one part 
of it as if with particular meaning. When he tumed 
away at last, Hepbum heaved a heavy sigh, and crept 
yet more into the cold dank shadow of the cliffs. 
Each Step was now a heavy task, his sad heart tired 
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aad weary. Atter ä while he climbed up a iew feet, 
so as to mingle hm form yet more completely with the 
stones and rocka arouad. Stumbling^ over the uneven 
and oftcn jagged pointSj slipping on the sca-weed^ 
pl anginge into little pools of water left hj tlae ebbiDg 
tide in Eome natural basins, be jöt kept bis eyes fixed 
as if in fascmatiön on Kinraid, and made hb way 
almost alou^ide of him. Bat tbe last hour bad 
pincbed Hepburn'i features into sometbing of tbe wan 
baggardness tbey would wear wbea he sbould brat be 

llytug still for ever. 

And now tbe two men were drawiag near a creek, 
about eight railes from Monksbaven, The creek was 
formed by a beck (or small stream) tbat came flowing 

l down from tbe moors, and took its way to the sea 
between tbe widening rocks. Tbe meltlng of the 
snows and running of the flooded water-springs above 
raade tbis beok in the early spring-time botb deep and 
Wide. Hepburn knew tliat tbere tbey botb ranst take 
a path leading inland to a narrow foot-bridge abont a 
(jnarter of a mile up the stream; indeed from this 
point, owiug to tbe jutting out of the rocks, the land 
patb was the shortest; and this waj lay by tbe water- 
side at an angle right below the cliff to which Hepburn^a 
»tepi were leading bim- Ho knew tbat on this long 
level üeld patb be might ea&ily be soen by any oue 
foUowing^ nay, if be followed any one at a short 
distance, for it was fall of turnnigBi and he resolved, 
lat© as be was^ to sit down for a wbile tili Kiaraid 
was far enough in advanee for bim to escape being 
Seen. He came up to tbe lasjt rock bebind which ba 
could he coBcealed; fleven or eight feet abo%'e tbe 
Btream be atood» and looked cautlou&ly for the s^eck- 
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sioneer. Up by the rushing stream he looked, then 
right below. 

"It is God's providence," he murmnred. "It is 
God's providence." 

He crouched down where he had been Standing 
and covered his face with his hands. He tiied to 
deafen as well as to blind himself, that he might 
neither hear nor see anything of the Coming event of 
which he, an inhabitant of Monkshaven at that daj, 
well nnderstood the betokening signs. 

Eanraid had taken the larger angle of the sands 
before tuming up towards the bridge. He came along 
now nearing the rocks. By this time he was suf- 
ficiently bnoyant to whistle to himself. It steeled 
Philip's heart to what was Coming to hear his riyal 
whistling, "Weel may the Keel row," so soon after 
parting with Sylvia. 

The instant Kinraid tomed the comer of the cliff, 
the ambush was npon him. Four man-of-war's men 
sprang on him and strove to pinion him. 

"In the King's name!" cried they, with longh, 
triumphant jeers. 

Their boat was moored not a dozen yards aboye; 
they were sent by the tender of a frigate lying off 
HÜtlepool for fresh water. The tender was at anchor 
jost beyond the jutting rocks in face. 

They knew that fishermen were in the habit of 
going to and fi*om their nets by the side of the creek*; 
bat such a prize as this active, streng, and evidendy 
superior sailor, was what they had not hoped for, and 
their endeavoors to secure him were in proportion to 
the value of the prize. 

Althongh taken by sorprise, and attacked by so 
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'many, Kinraid did not lose bis wits. He wrencbed 
hiiDaelf free^ crying out loud: 

'^Avast, Tni a protected whaler* I claim my pro- 
tection, IVe my papers to sbow, I'm büuded speck- 
fiioneer to the Urania whaler, Donkin captaui, Nortb 
Sbielda port/' 

As a protected wbaler die press-gsng bad, by tbe 
17th section of Act 2G Gbo. LEI. no legal rigbt to seize 
bim, unlesa he bad failed to retum to bis ahip by the 
lOth of March following tbe dat© of hia bond. But 
of what use were tbe papera be baatily drag-ged out 
of hiß breast; of wbat use were lawa in those days of 
slow iutercoüTBe with Buch as were powerful enongh 
to protect, and in the time of populär panic against a 
, French Invasion? 

*^D — n your protection," cried the leader of the 
' preas-gang; "come and serve bis Majesty, that's better 
than catching whales." 

**Ib it, thougb?'' Said the specksioneer^ with a 
motion of bis hand^ whicb tbe swift-eyed sailor opposed 
|to bim aaw and interpreted rightly. 

*^Thüu wilt, wilt tbou? Closo with bim, Jack; 
and wäre tbe cutlass.** 

In a minute bis cutlaas was forced front him, and 
it beeame a band-to-band struggle, of wbich, from tbe 
difference in nmnbers, it was not difficult to foretell the 
result. Yet lünraid made desperate efforts to free 
himself; he wasted no breath in words, but fon^ht as 
[^the roen said, "Uke a very devil" 

Hepbum heard loud pants of breath, great thuds, 

ftbe dtill s truggiß of Hmba on the aaud, the growling 

curaes of those wbo tbought to bave managed their 

affair more eaflÜy; the atidden cry of some one 
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wounded, not Kinraid he knew, Kinraid would hare 

bome any pain in silence at such a moment; another 

wrestling, swearing, infnriated strife, and then a stränge 

silence. Hepbum sickened at the heart; was then bis 

rival dead? had he left this bright world? lost bis 

1 life — bis love? For an instant Hepbum feit guilty 

of bis death; he said to himself he had never wished 

Ihim dead, and yet in the struggle he had kept aloof, 

^and now it might be too late for ever. Philip could 

not bear the suspenso; he looked stealthily round the 

Corner of the rock behind which he had been hidden, 

and saw that they had overpowered Eanraid, and, too 

exhausted to speak, were binding him band and foot 

to carry him to their boat. 

Kinraid lay as still as any hedgehog: he roUed 
when they pushed him; he sufFered himself to be 
dragged without any resistance, any motion; the strong 
colour brought into bis face while fighting was gone 
now, bis countenance was livid pale; bis lips were 
tightly held together, as if it cost him more effort to 
be passive, wooden, and stiff in their hands than it had 
done to fight and struggle with all bis might His 
eyes seemed the only part about him that showed 
cognizance of what was going on. They were watch- 
ful, vivid, fierce as those of a wild cat brought to bay, 
seeking in its desperate quickened brain for some mode 
of escape not yet visible, and in all probability never 
to become visible to the bopeless creature in its sapreme 
agony. 

Without a motion of his head, he was perceiving 
and taking in everything while he lay bound at the 
bottom of the boat A sailor sat by his side, who had 
been hurt by a blow firom him. The man held his 
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ead in bis liand, moaning; but eyery now and theri 
he revenged htmself bj a kiek at the prostrate speck- 
sioneer, tili even bis comrades stopped their curnng 
and swearing at their prisoner for tbe trouble he had 
given thenij to cry shame an their comrade. Bnt 
Kinraid neyer spoke, nor shrank from the otttötnitched 
foot. 

. One of bis captors, witb the sncceeeftil insolence 
of Yictory, yentured to jeer bim on the supposed reason 
for bis yehement and bopelesi* resistance. 

He might have said yet more insolent tbiogs- tbe 
kicksi mig^ht haye bifc barder; Kinraid did not bear 
or beed, His soul was beatin g- itself against the bars 
of inflexible circumstance^ reyiewing in one terrible 
instant of time wbat bad been, what migbt have beeu, 
what was. Yet while tbese tbongbts thus Btabbed him, 
he was still mecbanically looking out for chances. He 
moved bis head a little^ so aa to turn towards Hajtera- 
bank, where Sylvia must be qnickly, if sadlj^ going' 
aboDt her simple daily work; and then bis quick eye 
cangbt He pb am 'S face^ blanched witb exciteraent 
r^atber than fear, watcbing eagerly from bebind the 
k^ where be had sat breatblesa dnring the afiray 
and tbe impressraent of bis riyal. 

"Come here, lad!" sbouted tbe specksioneer m soon 
as he SÄW Philip, beaving^ and writhing his body the 
wbile witb so much vig-our tbat tbe sailors started 
away from tbe work tbey were engaged in ab out the 
boat, and held bim down once more, as if afraid he 
ahonld break the streng rope tbat beld bim like withes 
of green ünx. But the bound man had no auch notion 
in bis head. His mighty wisb was to call Hepbum 
near that be migbt Eeud some mesBage by bim to Sylvia. 
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^^Come here, Hepbnm,^* he cried again, falliag back 
this time so weak and exhausted that the man-K>f-war'B 
men became sympathetic 

^^Oome down, peeping Tom, and don*t be afeared,'* 
they called ont 

"Fm not afeared," said Philip; ^Tm no sailor for 
yo' t' impress me: nor have yo' any right to take that 
fellow; he*s aGreenland specksioneer, ander protection, 
as I know and can testify." 

^^Yo' and yo'r testify go hang. Make haste, man, 
and hear what this gem'man, as was in a dirty blabbery 
whale-ship, and is now in bis Majesty's service, has 
got to say. I dare say, Jack," went on the Speaker, 
*4t*s some message to bis sweetheart, asking her to 
oome for to serre on board ship along with he, like 
Billy Taylor's young woman." 

Philip was Coming towards them slowly, not from 
want of activity, bnt becanse he was nndecided what 
he should be called upon to do or to say by the man 
whom he hated and dreaded, yet whom just now he 
coold not help admiring. 

Kinraid groaned with impatience at seeing one, 
free to move with quick decision, so slow and dila- 
tory. 

"Come on, then," cried the sailors, "or well take 
you too on board, and nin yon np and down the main- 
mast a few times. Nothing like lifo aboaid ship for 
quickening a land-lnbber." 

"Yo*d better take bim and leave me," saidEinraid, 
grimly. "IVe been tanght my lesson; and seemingly 
he has bis yet to leam." 

^His Majesty isn't a schoolmaster to need scholars; 
bat a jelly good captain to need men," replied the 
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leader of tUo gang, eyeing Philip nevertkeless, aiid 
questioning within liiniflelf how far, witli only two 
othei' available men, they durst venture on his capture 
as well as tlie äpGcksioneer s. It luight be done, h6 
thou^ht, even thoagh there was this powerful captive 
aboard^ and tlio boat to mauage toa; but, runnuig bis 
eye o^er Philipps ßgüre, he decided that the tall stoop- 
ing fellow was never cut out for a saUorj aad tbat he 
ehould get small tbanks if be captored binij to pay bim 
for tbe possible risk of loßing tbe other. Or eise the 
mere faet of belog a landsmao was of as iittlo con- 
sequence to the preas-gangf as tbe protectmg papers 
wbicb Kinraid bad vainly abowed. 

**Yoii fellow wouldn't bave been wortb bis grog 
;hia many a day, and be d — d to you/* said be, catcli- 
iiig Hepbum by tbe sboalder, and giviag bim a push. 
Philip stnmbled over sometbing m tbis, bis forced nm. 
He looked down; bis foot bad caugbt in Kinraid's bat, 
wbicb bad dropped off in tbe previoua sbuggle. In 
tbe band tbat went round the low crown, a ribbon was 
knotted; a pieco of tbat same ribbon wbicb Philip bad 
choßcn out, with Buch tender liopo, to give to Sylvia 
for tbe Comeys' party on New Year's Eve. He knew 
every delicate tbrt'ad tbat made up tbe briar-rose patterni 
and a spasm of bat red towards Kinraid contraeted hia 
beart. Ho bad been almost relenting into pity for 
tbe man capture d beforc bis eyes^ now be abboiTed 
bim. 

Kinraid did not apeak for a minute or two. TJie 
iors, wbo bad beguu to take bim into favour, were 
aU agog witb curiosity to hear tbo messago to bis 
sweetbeart, wbicb they believed be wbs going to send. 
HcpbmTi's perceptions, quickcned witb bis vehement 
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agitation of soul^ were aware of this feeling of tlieirs; 
and it increosed hia rage agarnst Kinraid, who had 
expösed the idea of Sylvia to be the subject of ribald 
whispers. But the speeksioneer cared Uttle what others 
said or tbongLt ah out the maiden, whom he yet saw 
before bis cloaed eyellds as she stood watching liim, 
from Hajtersbank gullej^ waving her batids, ber hand- 
kerchlef^ all in one past^ionate farewelL 

"What do jo' want wi' me?'' asked Hepbnm at 
last, in a gloomy tone. If he could baye belped it^ be 
woiild baye kept silence tillKinraid apoke first; but be 
could no longer endure the sallors^ Budges, and wmk% 
and jesta ainong tbemselves. 

*^Tell Sylvia," said Ejnraid — 

"Tbere*s a smart name for a sweetheart," exclaimed 
one of tbe men; but Kinraid went straigbt on, 

*^What yoVe seen; bow IVe been pressed by thiß 
cmsed gang." 

'^ Civil words, messmate, if you please. Sylvia can*t 
abide eursing and ewearing^ I'm sore. We're gentle- 
mea serving his Majesty on hoard tbe Akestiiij and this 
proper young fellow sball be belped on to naore bononr 
and glory tban beM ever get bobbing for whales, Teil 
Sylvia tbis, witb my love; Jack Carter'a love, if she^s 
anxious abont my name." 

One of the sailors laugbcd at this rüde bumout; 
auother bade Carter hold his stupid tongue. Philip 
hated bim in bis beart. Kioraid bardly heard him. 
He was growing faiut witb tbe heavy blows he bad re- 
ceived, the stunning fall he bad met with, and the 
reaction from bis dogged eelf control at first 

Philip did not gpeak nor move. 

**Tell her," contlnued Kinraid, rousing bim&elf for 
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anotlier effort, 'Vbat 70' ve Been, Teil her I'll come 
back to her, Bid her not forget tlie great oath we 
took togiether this uiorniiig; she's as much my wife as 
if we'd güiie to cLurch \ — l'U come back and marry 
her afore long/' 

Philip Said something inarticulately* 

** Hurra I" cried Carter, "and TU he best man. Teil 
her, tüOi that IUI have an eye on her sweethearti and 
keep him from runiiing after other girls." 

"To'U have jq't hands Ml then," muttered Philip, 
hia passion hoHing over at the thought of having been 
chosen ont from among all men to convey such a mes- 
sage aa Kinraid's to Sylvia. 

**Make an end of yo'r d — d yama, and he off," 
Said the man who had beeo hiirt hy Kinraid, and who 
liad säte apart and silent tili now, 

Philip turned away^ Kinraid raised himself aod 
cried after him, — 

"Hephum^ Hephum! teil her — ^^ what he added 
Philip could not hear^ for the words were lost before 
they reacbed bim in the outward noiae of the regulär 
splasb of the oars and the rush of the wind down the 
goUey» witb which mingled the dos er sound that fiUed 
his ears of bis own hnrrying blood surging up into bis 
brain. He was conscioua that he had said something 
in reply to Kinraid^s adjuration that he would deliver 
his message to Sylvia, at the very time when Carter 
bad stnng him into fresb anger by the allusion to the 
poBsibility of the specksioneer'a **ninning after other 
girls/' for, for an instant, Hepbum had been touched 
by the contraat of eireumstances, Kinraid an hour or 
two ago, ■ — ' Kinraid a banishcd man; for in those 
d&jBy an impressed sailor might linger out years on 

19* 
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some foreign Station, far from those he loved, who all 
this time remained Ignorant of bis cruel fate. 

Bat Hepbum began to wonder wbat be bimself bad 
Said — bow mucb of a promise be bad made to deliver 
tbose last passionate words of Kinraid's. He could not 
recoUect bow mucb, bow little be bad said; be knew 
be bad spoken boarsely and low almost at tbe same 
time as Carter bad uttered bis lond joke. Bat be 
doubted if Kinraid bad caugbt bis words. 

And tben tbe dread Inner Creatare, wbo larks in 
eacb of our bearts, arose and said, ''It is as well: a 
promise given is a fetter to tbe giver. Bat a promise 
is not given wben it bas not been received." 

At a sudden impalse, be tamed again towards tbe 
sbore wben be bad crossed tbe bridge, and almost ran 
towards tbe verge of tbe land. Tben be tbrew bimself 
down on tbe soft fine torf tbat grew on tbe margin of 
tbe cliffs overbanging tbe sea, and commanding an 
extent of view towards tbe nortb. His face supported 
by bis bands, be looked down apon tbe blae rippling 
ocean, flasbing, bere and tbere, into tbe sanligbt in 
long, glittering lines. Tbe boat was still in tbe 
distance, making ber swift silent way witb long regolar 
boands to tbe tender tbat laj in tbe of&ng. 

Hepbam feit insecare, as in a nigbtmare dream^ 
so long as tbe boat did not reacb ber immediate desti- 
nation. His contracted eyes coold see fear minute 
fignres rowing witb ceaseless motion, and a fifUi säte 
at tbe bebn. Bat be knew tbere was a sixtb, nnseen, 
Ijing, boand and belpless, at tbe bottom of tbe boat; 
and bis fancj kept expecting tbis man to start ap and 
break bis bonds, and overcome aU tbe otbers, and 
retam to tbe sbore — free and triampbant. 
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It was by HO fault of Hepbnrn^H that tlie boafc sped 
well away; tbat slie was tiow along-side tlie tender, 
dancing on tlio waves; now cmptied of her crew; iiow 
lioisted up to her place. Ko fauH of liisl and yet it 
took him some time before he could reason himself 
into the belief that bis mad^ ffiyerißh wishes not an 
bour before — big wild praycr to be rid of bis rival^ 
as be liimself bad st^ranibled onward over tbe rocks 
aloD^ide of Kinraid's patb on tbe sands — bad not 
comp eile d tbe event- 

"Änybow," tbought be, as be rose up, *^my praycr 
h granted. God be tbaiiked!" 

Once tnore be lookcd oiit towards the ship. Sbe 
bad apread her beautiful great eaib^ and was standing' 
out to sea in the glittering patb of tbe d^scending 
sun. 

He Baw that he bad been delayed on his road, and 
bad lingered long. He shook bis stiffcned limbs, 
sboiildcrcd bis knapsack, and prepared to walk on to 
Hartlepool as öwiftly as be could. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

AnnüpDrtoDt Mi I fr] DU. 

Pmup was too late for tbe coach be had boped to 
go by, bnt tbere was anotber that left at night, and 
wbich reached Newcastle in tbe forenoon, so that, by 
tbe loas of a night^s sleep, be migbt overtake bis loat 
time, But, restless and miserable, bo coidd not stop 
in Hartlepool longcr tlian to get some hasty food at 
the inn fi*om wbich tbe coach started. He acquainted 
himä^lf with tbe names of tbe towns tbrough wliicb it 
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would pass, and the inns at which it would stop, and 
left Word that the coachman was to be on the look- 
out for him and pick him up at some of these places. 

He was thoroughlj wom out before this h^appened 
— too much tired to gain any sleep in the coaeh. 
When he reached Newcastle, he went to engage his 
passage in the next London-bound smack, and then 
directed his steps to Bobinson^s, in the Side, to make 
all the inquiries he could think of respecting the plough 
his dncle wanted to know about. 

So it was prettj late in the aftemoon, indeed almost 
evening, before he arrived at the small inn on the 
quay-side, where he intended to sleep. It was bat a 
rough kind of place, frequented principally by sailors; 
he had been recommended to it by Daniel Robson, 
who had known it well in former days. The accom- 
modatioh in it was, however, clean and homely, and 
the people keeping it were respectable enough in their 
way. 

Still Hepbum was rather repelled by the appear* 
ance of the sailors who säte drinking in the bar, and 
he asked, in a low voice, if there was not another 
room. The woman stared in snrprise, and only shook 
her head. Hepbum went to a separate table, away 
firom the roaring fire, which on this cold March evening 
was the great attraction, and called for food and drink. 
Then seeing that the other men were eyeing him with 
the social idea of speaking to him, he asked for pen 
and ink and paper, with the intention of defeating 
their purpose by pre-occupation on his part Bat when 
the paper came, the new pen, the unosed thickened 
ink, he hesitated long before he began to write; and 
at last he slowly put down the words, — 
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Tkere was a pause; liis meal was Lrougkt and 
liastily swallowed, Even while he was eating it he 
iept occasionallj touchmg up the letters of thesG 
words. Whea he had druak a ^lasa of ale he began 
again to write; fluently this timej für he was giving- 
au aecount of the plou^h. Then came another long 
stop; lie was weighing in his own mind what he shonld 
say about Kanraid. Once he thought for a second of 
wiiting to Sylvia herseif, and telling her — how much? 
She might treasore up her lover's words like grabs of 
gold, while they were lighter than dust in their mean- 
ing to Philipps mind; words which such aa the apeck- 
sioneer used as counters to beguilo and lead astray 
Billy womeu. It was for him to prove his coustancy 
by action; and the chancea of Ms giving such proof 
were infinitesimal in Philipps eatimation. But should 
the latter mention the bare fact of Kinraid^s iujpress- 
ment to Eobson? That woiild have been the natural 
course of things, remembering that the laßt time Philip 
had Seen either, they were in eaeh other^s Company. 
Twenty timea he put his pen to the paper with the 
Intention of relating brieÜy the event that had beiallert 
Kinraid^ and as often he stopped as though the firat 
Word wonld be irrevocable. While he thus säte pen 
in band, thinking him seif wiser than conscience, and 
looking on beyend the next step which she bade him 
take into an indefinite future, he caught some Fragments 
of the sailors^ talk at the other end of the room, which 
made him listen to their words* They were speaking 
of that very Kinraid, the thought of whom iilled bis 
owu mind like an actual presence. In a rough, care- 
lesa way they spoke of the specksioneer, with admira- 
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tion enougli for his powers as a sailor and harpooner; 
and from that they passed on to jesting mention of bis 
power amongst women, and one or two girls' names 
were spoken of in connection with Mm. Hepbnm 
silently added Annie Conlson and Sylvia Kobson to 
tbis list, and bis cbeeks tnmed paler as be did so. 
Long after tbej bad done speaking about Kinraid, 
after tbey bad paid tbeir sbot, and gone awaj, be säte 
in tbe same attitnde, tbinking bitter tbonghts. 

Tbe people of tbe bouse prepared for bed. Tbeir 
silent gnest took no beed of tbeir mnte signs. At 
lengtb tbe landlord spoke to bim, and be started, 
gatbered bis wits togetber witb an eflPort, and prepared 
to retire witb tbe rest. But before be did so, be signed 
and directed tbe letter to bis uncle, leaving it still 
open, bowever, in case some sudden feeling sbould 
prompt bim to add a postscript. Tbe landlord 
Yolnnteered tbe information tbat tbe letter bis gnest 
bad been writing must be posted early tbe next mom- 
ing if it was going soutb; as tbe mails in tbat direction 
only left Newcastle every otber day. 

All nigbt long Hepbum wearicwi bimself witb pas- 
sionate tossings, prompted by stinging recollection. 
Towards moming be feU into a dead sonnd sleep. He 
was roused by a basty knocking at tbe door. It was 
broad fall dayligbt; be bad overslept bimself, and tbe 
smack was leaving by tbe early tide. He was even 
now snmmoned on board. He dressed, wafered bis 
letter, and rusbed witb it to tbe neigbbonring post- 
office; and, witbout caring to toncb tbe breakfast for 
wbicb be paid, be embarked. Onee on board, be ex- 
perienced tbe relief wbicb it always is to an undecided 
man, and generally is at first to any one wbo bas been 
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palterjiLg witli duty, wLcn circumEtanccs decide for 
Lim, la the first caee, it is pleaeant to be relieTed 
Imm tlie bm-den of decision ; in tbe second, tbe rospon- 
öibility seems to be sbifted on to impersoDal events. 

And sü Pliilip öaJled out of tbe moiitb of tbe Tjrii& 1 
on to thö gi'eat open sea, It would be a week befbre 
tbe sraaek reacbed London^ even if sbe pursued a 
tolerablj strai|^ht cour^e, but sbe bad to keep a shiirp 
lüok-out after possible impressment of ber erew; and it 
was not uiitil after many dodges aod Home adventurea | 
that, at tbe end of a fortnigbt Irom tbe time of hia 
leaving Monksbaven, Pbilip found bimself safely 
housed icL London, aud raady to begin tbe delicate 
piece of work which was given to bim to do. 

He feit bimself fully capable of unravelling each 
clue to Information, and deciding on tho valtie of tbe 
knowledge so gainod. Biit during tbe leisnre of tbe | 
vojage he bad wisely detennined to communicate 
everytbing be leamt about Diekinson, in sbort, every 
ßtep he took in the matter, by letter to bis employers- 
And tbus hin mind botb in and out of bis lodgings 
migbt bave appeared to have been fully occupied witb 
tbe concerns of otbers. 

But tbere were times wben the miBerable luxury of 
dwßUiEig lipon bis owu affairs was bis — wben be lay 
down iu bis bed tili be feil into refttless aleep; wben 
tbe point to wbicb bis stcps teeded in bis walks was 
aBcertained. Tben be gave bim seif np to memory, and 
regret wbiob often deepened into despair, and but 
seldom was cbeered by hope. 

He grew so impatient of tbe ignorance in wbich be 
was kept — for in tbose daye of heavy postage any 
correspondence be migbt have bad on mere Monks- 



298 sylvia's lovers. 

Haven intelligence was verj limited — as to tbe affairs 
at Haytersbank, that he cut ont an advertisement 
respecting some new kind of plongh, firom a news- 
paper that laj in tbe chop-honse where he nsnally 
dined, and rising early the next moming he emplojed 
the time thns gained in going roond to the shop where 
these new plonghs were sold. 

That night he wrote another letter to Daniel Bob- 
son, with a long acconnt of the merits of the imple- 
ments he had that day seen. With a sick heart and a 
hesitating hand, he wonnd up with a message of regard 
to his aont and to Sylvia; an expression of regard 
which he dared not make as warm as he wished, and 
which, conseqnentlj, feil below the nsual mark attained 
by such messages, and would have appeared to any 
one who cared to think abont it as cold and formaL 

When this letter was despatched, Hepbnm began 
to wonder what he had hoped for in writing it He 
knew that Daniel conld write — or rather that he oonld 
make stränge hierogljphics, the meaning of which 
pozzled others and often himself ; bnt these pen-and- 
ink signs were seldom employed by Bobson, and never, 
so f ar as Philip knew, for the pnrpose of letter-writing. 
Bnt stiü he craved so for news of Sylvia — even for a 
sight of paper which she had seen, and perhaps 
tonched — that he thought all his tronble abont the 
plongh (to say nothing of the one-and-twopence postage 
which he had prepaid in order to make snre of bis 
letter's reception in the frugal honsehold at Hayters- 
bank) well lost for the mere chance of his nncle's 
canng enongh for the inteUigence to write in reply, or 
even to get some firiend to write an answer; for in 
such case, perhaps, Philip might see her name 
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mentioned in some way, even though it was only that 
she sent her dtity to him. 

But tliG post-o£fice was dumb; no letter cajne from 
Daniel liobson. Philip lieard, it is tme, from bis 
einplojers pretty frequently on businesa; and he feit 
Bure they would have nttmed it, if any ill Lad befallen 
hiB uncle*s fainilj, for tbey knew of thc relationship 
and of hin intimaey there, They generally ended their 
formal letters with as formal a auramary of Monka- 
haven news^ bnt there was never a mention of tbe 
Röbsons, and that of itself was well, but it did not 
soothe Philipps impatient cnriosity* Ile had never con- 
fided bis attachment to his cousin to any one, it was 
not his way ; but he sometimes thought that if Couläon 
had not taken hh prescnt appointment to a conlidential 
piece of employment so JU, lie woald have written to 
him and asked him to go up to Haytersbank Farm, 
and let him know how they all were. 

All thiB tiine he was transacting the afifair, on 
wbich hc had been aent, with great skill; and^ indeed, 
in several waya, he was qnietly laying the foundation 
for enlarging the bnsinesB in Monkshaven. Natnrally 
grave and quiet, and slow to speak, he impressed those 
wbo saw him with tbe idea of greater age and ex- 
perience tban he really possessed. Indeed, those wbo 
encountered him in London, thought he was ahsorbed 
in the business of money-making. Yet before the time 
came when he could wind-up affairs and return to 
Monkshaven, he would have given all he poasessed for 
a letter from hia unde, telting hioi something about 
Sylvia. For he still hoped to hear from Kobson, 
although he knew that be hoped against reaaon. But 
we often convince ourselves by good argument that 
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'v\'Lat WG wlsb for nced nevor bave becn expoctod; and 
then, at the end of our reasouing, find that we nngbt 
I haTö savod ouraelvcs the trouble^ for tbat our wislies 
1 are uotottcbed, and are aa streng enemies to our peace 
t of mind as ever. Hcpburn's baulked bope was the 
iMordecai sitting in Haman's gate; all bis success in 
[bis errand to London, bis well-doing in worldly aflairs, 
was tftsteless, and gave bim no pleastire beeause of 
I tbis blank and void of all intelLiganco concerningp 
, Sylvia. 

And yet he came back with a letter from tbe 
fFnatera in Ins pocket, curt, yet expressive of deep 
[gratitude for bis discreet Services in London^ and at 
[Anotber Urne — in fact, if Philipps life bad been ordered 
I di Acren tly to wbat it was — it migbt have given tbis 
man a not unwortby pleasure to remember tbat| 
[witboüt a penny of his own, simply by diligence, 
sty, and faitbful quiek-sigbtedness äs to tbe in* 
its of bis m asters, he had risen to hold tbe promisc 
' of being tbeir successor^ and to be ranked by them m 
L« truBted friend. 

As tbe Newcastle smack neared the &bor© on her 
pFoymge home^ Hepburn looked wistfully out for tbö 
ifaint grey outline of Monkshaven Priory against tbe 
\ sky, and tbe well-known clifis; as if tbe masses of 
iinanimate stone could teil bim any news of Sylvia* 

In tbe Street s of Shields, jnst after 1 an ding, he 
' encountered a neighbour of the Eöbsons, and an acquaint- 
ancü of his own. By tbis honest man, be was welcoraed 
as a grent traveller is welcomed on bis return from a 
llong voyage, with many hearty good shakes of tbe 
handf much rcpetition of kind wishes, and off er a to 
treat bim to drink. Yet, from some insurmonutable 
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feeling, Philip avöided all niention of tbe family wlio 
were the prmeipal bond between tlie honest faimer and 
himself. He did not know why, but he eould not bear 
the shock of tirst hearing her name in the open Street, 
or in the rough public-lioiisei And thüB he shrank from 
the intelligence he craved to hear- 

Thus he keew no more abont the KobaonH when he 
returned to Monkshaven, than he had done on the day 
wben he had last seen them; and, of course, Iiis fii'st 
task there was to give a long ivi-cJ voee account of all 
bis London proceedmgs to the two brothors Foster^ 
who, considering that tliey had hcard the result of 
everything hy letter, seemed to take an insatlable 
interest in detail«. 

He could hardly teil why, bnt even irhen released 
from the Fostera' parlour, he was unwilling to go to 
Hayterßhank Farm. It was late^ it is true, but on a 
May evening even coantry people keep up tili eight 
or nine o^clock. Perhaps it was becanse Hepburn was 
atill in bis travel-stained dress; having gone straight to 
the shop on bis arrival in Monkshaven. Perbaps it was 
because, if he went this niglit for the short half-honr 
intervening before bed-time, be wauld have no excnee 
for paying a longer viait on tbe following cvening, Ät 
any rate, he proceeded straigbt to Alice Kose's , as 
sooo as be had finished Ins interview with bis em- 
plüyers. 

Both Hester and Coulson bad given bim tbeir wel- 
come home in the abop» wbich they had^ however, left 
an hour or two before him. 

Yet they gave him a fresb greeting, almost one in 
whicb Hurprise was blended, when he came to bi& 
lodgiDgs, EveE AJice seemed gratified by bis Bpeuding 
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tliis first evening with them, as if she had thonglit it 
might have been otherwise. Weaiy thoagli he was, he 
exerted himself to talk and to rehite what he had done 
and Seen in London, as far as he eonld withont break- 
ing confidoice with his employers. It was something 
to see the pleasnre he gave to his auditors, althongh 
there were several mixed feelings in their minds to 
prodnee the expression of it which gratified him. Conl- 
son was soiry for his former nngenerons reception« of 
the news that Philip was going to London; Hester and 
her moth^ each secretlj began to feel as if this even- 
ing was like more happj evenings of old, before the 
Bobsons came to Haytersbank Farm; and who knows 
what faint delicioos hopes this resemblance may not 
have soggested? 

While Philip, restless and excited, feeling that he 
could not sleep, was glad to pass away the waking 
hours that must intervene before to-morrow night, at 
times, he tried to make them talk of what had hap- 
pened in Monkshaven dnring his absence, bat all had 
gone on in an eventless manner, as far as he conld 
gather; if they knew of anything affecting the Robsons 
they avoided speaking of it to him; and, indeed, how 
little likely were they erer to have heard their names 
while he was away? 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Lf^ved 9Jid Lost. 

Fmi#iP walked towards the Kobaans^ farm like a 
man in a dream, who Has everjtbing aroimd bira 
according to his wish, and yet is conscious of a secret 
mysterious ine vi table drawback to his enjoyment, 
Hepbum did not care to think — would not realize 
wbat this drawback^ whick need not have been mjB- 
terious in his caae, was* 

The May evamng was g;lorioits in light and ehadow, 
The crimson sun warmed np the chilly north em air 
to a semblance of pleasant heat. The spring rights 
and Bonndfl were all abont; the lamha were bleating 
out theJr gentle weariness before they sank to rest 
by the ei de of their mothers; the linneta were chirping 
in every bash of golden gorse that grew out of the 
stone walle; the lark was einging her good-night in 
the cloudlesa sky, before she dropped down to her 
nest in the tender grecn wheat; all apoke of brooding 
peace — but Philipps he^urt was not at peace. 

Yet he was going to proclaiin his good fortune. 
His mastera had that day publicly announced that 
Coulson and he were to be their successors, and ho 
had now arrived at that longed-for poiut in his husi- 
ness, when he had reaolved to openly speak of his love 
tc Sylyiaj and might openly strive to gain her love. 
But alas! the fulfilment of that wish of his had lagged 
sadly behind. He was placed as far as he could, 
even in his most sangniue moments, have hoped to be 
aa regarded husiness, hut Sylvia was as far ftom hie 



304 



STLVIA S LOVERS. 



attainmßnt ns ever — nay, fartLer, Still tlie great 

\ obstade waa removed in Kinraid's impressment Philip 

took upon Limself to decido that^ with sucL a mau aa 

tlie epecksioneer^ aUsence was equivjilent to faitJilesa 

forgGtfulneas. He tliought tliat Lo had just grounds 

for tliis deciflion in tue account he had heard of 

Kinraid^s bchaviour to Annie Coulson; to the otlier 

namtdesa yoimg girl, her siicceasor in Ma fickle heart; 

I m the ribald talk of the sailora in the Newcastle 

! public-honso. It would be well for Sylvia if she conld 

forgot as quick ly; and» to promotc this oblivion, the 

I mame of her lo\rer should never be brouglit up^ either 

I in praise or blame* And Philip wottld be patient and 

I enduring; all tho tinae watching over her^ and laböur- 

ting to win her reluctant love. 

Tbere she was! He saw her as he stood at the 

t!(op of the Httle hill-path leadlng down to the Eobsoos' 

Woor, She was out of doors, in the gar den, whicb, at 

faome distance from tbe house» sbped up the bank on 

be oppoäite side of the guUy; much tuo tiir off to be 

[spoken to — not too far off to be gazed at by oyes 

rihat caressed her every movement, How well Philip 

Jknew that garden^ pbiced long ago by some tenant of 

■ tbe favm on a somhem slope; walled in with roug-h 

noorland stonea; planted with berrybusbes for use, and 

^Boutheriiwood and sweet-briar for sweetncss of smell. 

["When tbe Robsons Imd first come to Haytersbankj and 

f ßylvia was scarcely more tban a pretty child^ how well 

he rememliered belping her with the arrangenient of 

this gr'u-den^ laying out bis few spare pence in hen-and- 

chicken daisies at ono timo, in tlower-seeda at another^ 

again in a rose-tree in a pot. He knew how \m unac- 

ciistomcd bands had laboured witli tbe späde at form- 
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ing a little primitive bridge over the bock in tJbe hoUow 
before if^ijiter streams äliould make it too deep for ford- 
ing; kow he iiad cut down branebes of the raountain- 
ash ajid eovered tbßin over, yct decked with their 
scarlet berries^ witb sods of green turf^ büyond wbich 
the brilliancy cxept out; but wow it waa months and 
jears since he had been in tbat garden, whicb bad lost 
ite charm for Öjlvia, as she found the bleak sea-windB 
came up and blighted all endeavours at cultivating 
more than the most useful thinga — pot-herbs, man- 
golds, potatoes, onions, and suüh-like. Why did she 
tany thore now, standiog qnite motionless up bj the 
higkest bit of wall, looking over the sea^ with her band 
shading her ejes? Quite motionless; as if ahe were a 
itone statae. He began to wish she would move — 
Tvonld look at him — but any waj tbat she would move, 
and not stand gazing tkus over tbat great drearj sea. 

He went down the path with an impatient step, 
and entered the bonse-place. Tbere sat bis aunt spin- 
ning, and apparently as well aa ever. He eould hear 
Ma nncle talking to Kester in the neighbonring sbippon j 
all was well in the housebold. Why was Sylvia stand- 
ing in tbe garden in tbat sti-ange qniet way? 

**Why, lad! thon^rt a sight for sair eenl'' said bis 
aunt, as ske atood up to welcome bim back* "An' 
when dldst ta come, eh ? — but thy UDcle will be glad , 
to »ee thee, and to hear thee talk ab out yon plenglia-, 
he's tbought a deal o' thy lettera Fli go call bim in," 

" Not yet/' said Philip, atopping her in her progress 
towards the door. "He'e busy talking to Kester, Vm 
in no haste to be gone. I can stay a conple of konrs« 
Sit down, and teil me how you are yoursel' — and 
bow everytbing is. And IVe a deal to teil yon.'' 
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"To be sure — to be sure. To think thoa*s been 
in Lunnon sin* I saw tbee! — well to be sure! There^s 
a vast o' Coming and going i* this world. Thon^ll 
mind yon specksioneer lad, him as was couan to t' 
Comeys — Charley Banraid?" 

Mind him! As if he conld forget him. 

"Well! he's dead and gone." 

"Dead! Who told yon? I don't underetand," 
said Philip, in stränge bewilderment Could Kinraid 
have tried to escape aSfter all, and been wonnded, killed 
in the attempt? If not, how shonld thej know he was 
dead? Mlssing he might be, thongh how this shonld 
be known was stränge, as he was snpposed to be sail- 
ing to the Greenland seas. Bat dead! What did thej 
mean? At Philipps worst moment of hatred he had 
hardly dared to wish him dead. 

^^Donnot jo* mention it afore onr Sylvia; we nlTcr 
speak on him to her, for she takes it a deal to heart, 
thongh Fm thinking it were a good thing for her; for 
he*d got ahold of h» — he had on Bessj Comey, too, 
as her molher telled me: — not that I iver let on to 
them as Sylvia frets after him, so keep a cafan songh, 
my lad. It^s a girl's fmcy — just a kind o^ calf*k>ve 
— let it go by: and it's well for her he^s dead, thongh 
ifs haid to say so on a drowned man.^ 

'^Drowned!* said Philip. ^How do yon kacw?'' 
half-hoping that the poor drendied swoDen bo^ migfat 
have been fbond, and thns au qnesdons and düenimas 
solved. Kinraid might have straggkd oreriMMid witk 
ropes or handcnff? oiu and so have been drowned. 

^Eb^ lad! there's no misdcNibtiiig it He were 
thonght a deal on by t* captain e* t Urtmkt; mm 
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itrrer emm€ back on 1^ d^y wh«ii ^o <^iigbfc iVw Nk i 
Wre falled^ b« seut ta Kuir&id's p«a|üe at CuUtrixtali^ 
and thej sent to BraBton & T N^wc4tä^1, and thf^j kuf^w 
h«''d been here. T* captain put off sailbi^ tW two or 
tfaree dajs, that he mig^bt ba' tbat mueb law; but wbi^n 
he beard as Kinraid wei^ uot at Conit>y!!i, but bad WH 
'em a'niost on to a week, he weut off ti* them Nortbera 
seas wr t' next best specksioiieer he couUl tiiui For 
tbere*fi no um tf;peakitig ül eii t' Joad; un' tbimgb [ 
couldn^t abear bis eomin^ for iver abant t' bunsts bä 
were a rare good ßpeckai*meer> as IVe hmn U>liV' 

"But bow do you know be wa» drowned?'* »aid 
Philip, feelitig guiltilj diBappelüted at bis* auutV aUitj, 

"Wbj, lad! Vm a'most ashiuned to tt^ll tliet^ l 
were ßore put out mysör; Imt Sylvia were hu l*rükeii* 
hearted like I couldn't cast it up to her &n 1 Hh^iuld 
ha* liked: tbe siUy la^a had ^ono and gPeu liiin a blt < 
of ribbou, m inany a one knowed, f(^r it liad bmvu ft{ 
vatt notieed and admired that eveuing at tUe (^m-uciys' 
— New Year's Eve I thiiik it wero — and t' ponr vain 
peacock bad tied it on hh Imt^ «o tbat wlieu t^ tide — 
List! tbere'fl Sylvia comiiig in at t' back doer; nm^ 
let on," and in a forced tnado-up voit;« aha infjuired 
aloud, for hitberto sbe had beon «peak Infi; almoit In a 
wblsper, 

"And didßt ta see King George an* Queen Cbar- 
lotte?" 

PbUip could not anawer; did not hear, Uh sonl 
bad gone out to meet Sylvia, who entfifed wltft fjuiel 
slowness quite nnlike ber fonner »elf. Hur ¥ha'S wm 
wan and white; her grey eye» naemad larger, and füll I 
of dumb tearless «orrow; gbe came op to Philip, a« l£ 
hiB bemg there toucbed her witb so BOrprlse, and gav« 
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iiim a gentle greeting as if he were a familiär indif- 
ferent pa«)n wbom she had seen bnt jesterdaj. PhiHp, 
who liad reeoUeeted the qnarrel ihej had had, and 
abont Eümraid too, the yerj last time thej had met, 
had expected some trace of this rem^nbrance to lingo* 
in her looks and Speech to him. Bnt there was no 
snch ragn; her great sorrow had wiped away au 
anger, almost all memory. Her mother looked at her 
anxionslj, and then said in the same manner of forced 
cheerfnlness which she had nsed before, 

"Here's Philip, lass, a' fnll o' Lnnnon; call thy 
father in, an' we'Ü hear a* abont t' newfangled plenghs. 
It will be rare an' nice a' sitting together again." 

Sylvia, silent and docile, went ont to the eiiippon 
to obey her mother's wi^ Bell Robson leant fbrward 
towards Philip, misinterpreting ibe expression on bis 
face, which was gnilt as mndi as sympath j, and checked 
the possible repentanee whidi might have nrged him 
on at that moment to teQ all he knew, by saying, 
^^Lad! it's a' for t' best He were noan good enongh 
fbr her; and I misdonbt me he weie only playing wi' 
her as he'd done by othars. Let her Srbe, let her a-be; 
she'll come ronnd to be thankfnL'* 

Bobson bnstied in with lond welcome; all the londer 
and more talkative becanse he, like bis wife, assnmed 
a cheerfiil manner before Sylvia. Yet he, antike bis 
wife, had many a secret regret over Kinraid's fate. At 
first, while merely the &ct of bis disappearanoe was 
known, Daniel Robson had hit on the trath, and had 
stnck to bis opinion that the cnrsed press-gang were at 
the bottom of it He had backed bis words by many 
an oath, and all the more becanse he had not a Single 
tvason to gire that applied to the present occasion. No 
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one on the lonely coast had remarked any äigü of the 
presence of the men-of-war^ or thü fcenders that ai^coDi- 
panied tliem, for tli6 purp ose af impressmeiit on tlm 
king^g sliips. At Shield», atid ut tlie niouth r>f tke 
Tyne, wbere thej laj ia greedy wait, tbo owners of 
the Urania liad caused strict search to be made for 
tlieir skiUed and protected specksioneer, but with no 
au<ices5. AU tbia positive evidence in contradiction to 
Daniel Hobson^B opmion onlj made him cling to it tbe 
moro; nntil the daj when the hat was found on the 
shore with Kinraid'is name written out large and fair in 
the inaide, and the teU-tale bit of ribbon knotted in the 
band. Then Daniel, hj a sudden reyalsionj gave np 
every bope; it never entered bis roiiid that it could 
have fallen off by any accident. NoI now Kinraid 
was dead and drowned^ and it was a bad Job, and the 
aooner it coald be forgotten the better for all parties; 
and it was well no oüg knew how far it bad gone witk 
Sylvia, especially now since Bessy Comey was cjj'mg 
her eyes out as if be had been cngaged to her, Bo 
Daniel said nothing to bia wjfe abont the mischief that 
had gone on in her absonee^ and never spoke to Sylvia 
about the affair; only he was more than naually tender 
to her in bis rough way, and thought» morning, noon, 
and night, on wbat he could du to give her pleaaare, 
and drive away all reconection of her i 11- starred love. 

To- night he would have her sit by bim wLile 
Philip told bis stör i es, or heavily answered queötiona 
püt to bim. Bylvia aat on a Btool by her fathera knee 
boldin g one of bis bands in botb of hers \ and preaenüy 
sbe laid do¥ni her head npon tbem, and Philip saw her 
aad eyeg looking into tbe üickering fire-light with long 
imwinklng gtare, öhowing that lier thougbts were iar 
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distant ^ He conld hardly go on with bis tales of what 
he had seen, and what done, he was so ftill of pity for 
her. Yet, for all his pity, he had now resolved never 
to soothe her with the knowledge of what he knew, 
nor to deliver the message sent by her false lover. He 
feit like a mother withholding something injarioas firom 
the foolish wish of her plaining child. 

Bat he went away without breathing a word of his 
good fortone in bosiness. The telling of such kind of 
good fortone seemed out of place this night, when the 
thooght of death and the loss of firiends seemed to 
brood over the household, and cast its shadow there, 
obscuring for the time all worldly things. 

And so the great piece of news came out in the 
ordinary course of gossip, told by some Monkshaven 
Mend to Sobson the next market day. For months 
Philip had been looking forward to the Sensation which 
the intelligence would produce in the farm household, 
as a preHminary to laying his good fortune at Sylvia's 
feet. And they heard of it, and he away, and all 
Chance of his making use of it in the manner he had 
intended vanished for the present 

Daniel was always curious after other people's affairs, 
and now was more than ever beut on coUecting scraps 
of news which might possibly interest Sylvia and rouse 
her out of the State of indifference as to eyerything 
into which she had fallen. Pwhaps he thought that 
he had not acted altogether wisely in allowing her to 
engage herseif to Kinraid, for he was a man apt to 
judge by results; and moreover he had had so much 
reason to repent of the encouragement which he had 
given to the lover whose untimely end had so deeply 
affected his only child, that he was more unwiUing 
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fcan ever that Ms wife sLould kiiow of tbe lengih to 
which tlie affair bad gone durin g^ her abseace* Ho 
even urged secrecy upon Sylvia as a personal favour; 
imwiUiiig^ to encoimter tbe sileiit blame wbicb b^ openly 
afTected to despise. 

"We'll Boan fret tby uiother hj letting oti how oft 
he came and went. Slie^ll, maybe^ be thinkmg- be were 
for apeakin^ to tbee, my poor lass; and it would put 
her out a deal, for sbe's a woman of a steru mind 
towarda matteremony. And sbell be noan so strong 
tili Summer- weatber comes^ and Vd be loatb to give 
ber augbt tu weiTit beraeF about. So tbee aud me^ll 
keep onr own couneel.'^ 

"I wiah motber bad been bere^ tben sbeM ha' known 
all^ witbout my telliog ber/"" 

**Cbeer up^ laaa; it^s botter aa it is. ThouUl get 
o'er it sooner for baving no one to let on to. A myself 
am noan going to speak on*t again." 

No more be did; but tbere was a stränge teudemeBS 
in bia tones when be spoke to ber; a balf-pathetic way 
of BCüking after her, if by any cbance die was absent 
for a minute from tbe places wbere he expccted to find 
her 5 a cousideration for berj about tbia time, in bis 
way of bringing back triHing presents, or small piecei 
of newH that he thought migbt interest her, whieh saak 
deep into her beart, 

**And wbat dun ye think a* t^ folkö ia talking on 
1^ Monksbaven?" asked he, almost before be bad takeu 
off bis coat^ on tbe day when he bad beard of Philipps 
promotjon in tbe world, *^Wby> missus, tby nephew 
Philip Hepbum bas got bis narae np i' gold letters 
four inch long o*er Poster»* door! Hirn and Coulsou 
haa aet up ahop togetber, and Fosters is gone out!" 
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"That'e t]_8ficret of bis joumey t' Lunnun," said 
Bell, more gratified than she chose to show. 

"Four inch long if they're there at all! I heerd 
on it at t' Bay Horse first; but I thought yo'd nev^er 
be satisfied 'bout I seed it wi' my own eyes. Tbey 
do say as Gregory Jones, t' plumber, got it done i' 
York, for tbat nougbt eise woidd satisfy old Jeremiah. 
It '11 be a matter o' some bundreds a year T Philipps 
pocket." 

"Tbere'U beFosters T the backgronnd, as one may 
say, to take t' biggest sbare on t' profits,'* said Bell. 

^^Ay, ay, tbat's bat as it sbould be, for I reckon 
tbey'U ha' to find t' brass at first, my lassl" said he, 
toming to Sylvia. "A'm fain to take thee in to t' 
town next market day, just for thee t' see 't A'll buy 
thee a bonny ribbon for thy hair ont o' t' cousin*s own 
Shop." 

Some thonght of another ribbon which had once 
tied up her hair, and afterwards been cut in twain, 
must have crossed Sylvia's mind, for she answered, as 
if she shrank from her father's words, — 

"I cannot go, I'm noan wanting a ribbon; Tm mach 
obliged, father, a' t' same.'' 

Her mother read her heart clearly, and soffered 
with her, but never spoke a word of sympathy. Bat 
she went on rather more quickly than she would other- 
wise have done to question her husband as to all he 
knew about this great rise of Philipps. Once or twice 
Sylvia joined in with languid curiosity; but presently 
she became tired and went to bed. For a few moments 
after she left, her parents säte silent Then Daniel in 
a tone as if he were justifying bis daughter and com- 
forting himself as well as bis wife, observed that it 
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was almost on for nine; the evenings were light so 
long now. Bell said nothing in reply, but gathered 
up her wool, and began to arrange the thmgs for 
night. 

By-and-by Daniel broke the silence by saying. 

*^A thowt at one time as Philip had a fancy for 
OUT Sylvie." 

For a minute or two, Bell did not speak. Then, 
with deeper insight into her daughter^s heart than her 
husband, in spite of his greater knowledge of the eyents 
that had happened to affect it, she said, — 

"If thou's thinking on a match between ^em, it 'U 
be a long time afore the poor sad wench is fit t^ think 
on another man as sweetheart^* 

'*A said nought about sweethearts,^^ replied he, as 
if his wife had reproached him. in some way. " Women's 
allays so fall o' sweethearts and matteremony. A only 
said as a'd thowt once as Philip had a fancy for our 
lass, and a think so still; and hell be worth his two 
hunder a year afore long. But a never said nought 
about sweethearts.'' 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

A Rejected Suitor. 

Theke were many domestic arrangements to be 
made in connection with the new commercial ones which 
afiPected Hepbum and Goulson. 

The Fosters, with something of the busybodiness 
which is apt to mingle itself with kindly patronage, 
had planned in their own minds that the Rose house- 
hold shonld be removed altogether to the honse be- 
longing to the shop; and that Alice, with the assistance 
of the capable servant, who, at present, managed all 
Jeremiah*s domestic affairs, shonld continne as mistress 
of the house, with Philip and Conlson for her lodgers. 

But arrangements without her consent did not suit 
Alice at any time, and she had very good reasons for 
declining to accede to this. She was not going to be 
uprooted at her time of life, she said, nor would she 
consent to enter upon a future which might be so un- 
certain. Why, Hepbum and Goulson were both young 
men, she said, and they were as likely to marry as 
not; and then the bride would be sure to wish to live 
in the good old-fashioned house at the back of the 



It was in vain she was told by every one concemed, 
that, in case of such an event, the first married partner 
should take a house of his own, leaving her in undis- 
puted possession. She replied, with apparent truth, 
that both might wish to marry, and surely the wife of 
one ought to take possession of the house belonging to 
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tne businesH j that sh.e was not going to trnst Lerself to 
the fancies of jonug meo^ wlio were alwajrs, tlie best 
öf them, goiiig^ and doing tbe very tbing- that was most 
fooliab in the way of marriage; of which State, ux fact, 
ahe spoke with äomething uf acrimonioua contempt and 
dislike, aa if joung people always got mismatehed, yet 
had not the souse to let older and wiser peaple choose 
for them» 

'^Thonll not have been nnders tan ding wby Alice 
Eose spoke as she did thiä mormug»" said John Foster 
to Philip, on the aftemoon sncceeding the final diacua- 
sion of this plan. *^She was a-thinking of her youth, 
I reckon, when ahe waa a well-favoured yoting womaD, 
and oiir Jeremiah was fiül of the thought of marrying 
her. Ag he conld not haye her, he has liyed a bachelor 
all his days. But if I am not a vast mistaken, all that 
he has will go to her and to Hester, for aU that Hester 
is the child of another man. Thee and Coulsoe shonld 
havo a try for Hester, Philip. I Lave told Coulson i 
this day of Hester^s chanccs, I told him firat becanae 
he is my wife's nephew j but I teil thee now, Philip, It 
would be a good thing for the shop if one of ye was 
married," 

Philip reddened, Often as the idea of marriage 
had eome into hia mind, tbis was the first time it had 
been gravoly suggested to him hy another. But he 
replied quietly enougb* 

**I don't think Hester Eose has any tbonght of mat* 
rimony/* 

**To be sure not; it is for thee, or for WiUiam 
Coulson, to make her think. She, maybe, remembers 
tJBOUgh of her mother*ö life with her father to make her 
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slow to t)iink pn such things. Bat it*s in her to think 
on matrimoiiy; it^s in all of us.*^ 

^^Alice^s husband was dead beforelknew her,'* said 
Philip, rather evading the main subject. 

^'It was a mercy when he were taken. A mercy 
to them who were left, I mean. Alice was a bonnj 
young woman, witb a smile for everybody, when he wed 
her — a smile for every one except onr Jeremiah, who 
never could do enough to try and win one from her. 
But no! she would have none of him, bat set her heart 
on Jack Kose, a sailor in a whale-ship. And so they 
were married at last, thoagh all her own folks were 
ägainst it. And he was a profligate sinner, and went 
after other women, and drank, and beat her. She 
tamed as stiff and as grey as thoa seest her now within 
a year of Hester's birth. I believe they'd have perished 
for want and cold many a time if it had not been for 
Jeremiah. If she ever guessed where the money came 
from it mast have hart her pride above a bit, for she 
was always a proad woman. Bat mother's love is 
stronger than prida" 

Philip feil to thinking; a generation ago something 
of the same kind had been going on as that which he 
was now living throagh, qaick with hopes and fears. 
A girl beloved by two — nay, those two so identical 
in occnpation as he and Elinraid were — Kose identical 
eyen in character with what he knew of the speck- 
sioneer; a girl choosing the wrong lover, and saffering 
and soared all her life in consequence of her yonth's 
mistake; was that to be Sylvia's lot? — or, rather, 
was she not saved from it by the event of the im- 
pressment, and by the coorse d silence he himself had 
resolved apon? Then he went on to wonder if the 
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Uvea of one ^neration were but a repetition of the 
liTes of those who had gone before^ with no Variation 
hui ft-om tbe internal eatise that florne had gi-eater 
capacity for suffering tban othera. Would those vetj 
circumstances which made the interest of hm life aow, 
retürn^ in due cycle, when he was dead and Sylvia 
vas foTgotten? 

Perplexed thon^hts of this and a similar kind kept 
retuming' into Philipps mind whenever he had leisure 
to giv0 himself np to consideration of anything hnt 
the immediate throng of businesa. And every time 
he dwelt on this complication and Hiiccession of ei- 
milar events, he emerged from his reverie more and 
TOOre satifified with the conrse he had taken in with- 
holding from Sylvia all knowledge of her lovex-a 
fate. 

It was eettled at length that Philip was to remove 
to the house helong-ing to the ehop, Conlson rcmain- 
ing with Alice and her daughter. But in the course 
of the Summer tlie latter told his partner that he had 
offered marriage to Hester on tbe previous day, and 
been refused. It wag an awkward affair altogether, as 
he lived in their houaei and was in daily companion- 
ship with Hester, who, however, seetned to preserve 
her gentle calmnesB, with only a tinge more of reserve 
in her manner to Couläon. 

**I wish yo' couid find out what she has against 
me, Philip," said Gonleon abont a fortnight after he 
had made the proposal. The poor young man thought 
that Hester' 9 composure of manner towards him since 
tbe event argued that he was not distasteful to her^ 
hndra.H be was now on very happy terms with Philip, 
he came constantly to him, aa if the latter could inter- 
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pret ihe meaning of all the llttle occuirences betweeii 
iiim and bis beloved» *'I'm o' right ag€, not two 
months betwixt ui; and there's föw in Monkshaven as 
would think on her wV better prospeuts ttian me; and 
fibe knows my folks; weVa kind o' couains in fact; and 
I'd be like a Bon to her motber; and there'» oone V 
Monkshaven as can speak again' mj char acter. Tbere'e 
nought between yo* and her, in there^ Philip?-' 

*^I ha' telled tbee many a time that ehe and lii© 
je like brotber and a ister. Bhe's no more thougbt on 
me nor I have for her. So be content wi't, for I 'se 
not teil thee again." 

**Don*t be vexed, Philip; if thou knew what it was 
I to be in love, thon'd be always faneying tbings, just 
m I am.'' 

"I might be^" said Philip; "but I dunnot think I 
shonld be always talking ab out my fancies." 

"I wnnnot talk any more after tbis onee, if tbou'll 
[just find out tra' thyseF, as it were, what it is sbe has 
again me. I'd go to chapel for iver wltb her, if that's 
what ehe wants. Just ask her, Phüip,'' 

^'It'a an awkward tbing for me to be Tnelling wiV* 
laid Hepbum, reluctantly* 

*^But tbon said tbee and sbe were like brother and 
sister; and a brother would ask a sister, and niver 
think twice aboiit it." 

''Well, well;* replied PMlip, "Hl see what I can 
do; but, lad, I dunnot think sbe^ll have tbee, Sbe 
doesn^t fancy thee, and fancy is three parts o* love, tf 
reason is f other fourtb." 

But somehow Philip could not begin on the sub- 
ject witb Bester. He did not know why, except 4hat» 
as he Said, '*it was so awkward." But he really liked 
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Cöulöon 80 much as to be aoxio^s to do what the 
latter wished^ although lie was almost convinced tbat it 
would be of no usa So he watcbed bis opportu- 
mtj^ and found Alke alone and at leisure one Sundajr 
evening. 

Sbe was sitting- bj tbe window^ reading her Bible, 
wben be went in, She gave him a curt welcome, 
beartj enougb for ber, for sbe was always cbary in 
her expreöBions of pleasure or satisfaction. But sbe 
took off ber bom spectacles and placed them in the 
book to keep her place; and tben türning' more fully 
round on ber cbair, so as to face bim^ sbe sald, 

"Well, lad? and böw does it go on? Thongb it's 
not a day for t' ask ab out worldly tbinge. But I 
niver see thee now bnt on Sabbatb day» and rarely 
tben. Still we munnot speak o^ such thinge on t ■ Lord^s 
day- So tbee mim ju&t say bow t' sbop ia doing, and 
tben weUl leave such vain talk.*' 

**T* sbop is doing main an' well^ tbank ye, 
motber, But Coulöon could teil yo' o' tbat anyday/* 

*1M a deal ratber bear fra' tbee, Pbilip. Coulson 
doesn't know bow t^ manage bis own bttsiness^ let 
alooe half tbe bnsmeBs as it took John and Jere- 
miab'ß beads, ay, and tasked *em too, to manage. IVe 
no patienee wV Coulson/' 

"Wby? be's a decent young fellow as ever tbere 
is in Monkflbaven-" 

"He may be. He's noan cüt hie wisdom-teetb yet* 
But, for tbat matter ^ tbere's other folks as far fra' 
sense aa be is." 

"Ay, and fartber. Coulson mayn*t be so brigbt 
at all times as be migbt b@, but be's a steady-goer, 
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and I^d back him again* any cHap o* Ms age i' Monks^ 
haven." 

'*I know who Fd sooner back iü many a thing, 
Philip!** She said it with so mnch meaning that he 
could not fall to nnderstand that he himself was meant, 
and he replied, ingenuously enough, 

"If yo' mean me, mother, TU noan deny that in 
a thing or tvro I may be more knowledgeable than 
Coulson. Fve had a deal o' time on my hands i' my 
youth, and I'd good schooling as long as father 
Hved." 

"Lad! it's not schooling, nor knowledge, nor book- 
leaming as carries a man throngh t' world. It's 
mother-wit And it's noan schooling, nor knowledge, 
nor book-leaming as takes a yoang woman. It*8 
sommat as canna be put into words.*^ 

"That's just what I told Coi^on!" said Philip, 
qnickly. "He were sore put abont because Hester 
had gi*en him the bncket, and came to me abont it.** 

"And what did thon say?** asked Alice, her deep 
eyes gleaming at him as if to read his face as well 
as his words. Philip, thinking he conld now do what 
Coulson had begged of him in the neatest manner, 
went on, 

"I told him rd help him all as I could — " 

"Thou did, did thou? Well, well, there'te nought 
sa queer as folks, that a will say,** mutterad Alioe, 
between her teeth. • 

" — but that fancy had three paits to io wi* love,'* 
continued Philip, "and it would be hard, maybe, to 
get a reason fyr her not fancying him. YeC I wish 
äeM think twice about it; he's so set upon having 
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[BP, I think be^U do himself a miscliief wi' fretting', if 
it goBs OB a.3 it is.^^ 

It will noaii go on as it is," said Alice, with gloomjr 
araciilarueBs. 

**Höw not?" aBked Philip. Then, receiving no an- 

er, he went on, *^Ile loves her trae, and he's within 

a month or two on her age, and his eharacter will bear 

Landling on a' sideö; and his share on t' shop will be 

worth hundreds a-jeai- afore long-" 

Another pause. Alice was trying to bring down 
her pride to say something, which she could not with 
he* efforts. 

^^Maybe joll speak a word for himj mother/' said 
Phüip, annojed at her silence. 

^'I'll do no iuch thing. Marriages are best made 
out meUing* liow do I know bat wbat she likes 
some one better ?^' 

**Oür Hester^s not tbe lass to thiuk on a yonng 
man unless he'B been a-wooing on her. And yo' know, 
mother, as well as I do ^ — and Conlson does too — 
she's never given any one a chance to woo ber^ li%dng 
half her time here, and t'otber half in tbe shop, and 
ne'er apeaking to no one by tbe way," 

"I wiab tboü wouldnt come bere tronbling nie on 
Sabbatb day wi^ thy vanity and tby worldly talk. 
rd lief er by far be in tbat World where there*s neitber 
marrying nor giving in mamage, fbr it^s all a moitberiDg 
meefl bere." She titmed to tbe closed Bible lying on 
the dresser, and opened it with a bang, While sbo 
waa adjuflting ber apectacles on her nose, with bands 
mbling with passion, she heard Philip say, 

*^I aak yoV pardon, I^ni sure, I coiUdn^t well come 
[j other day," 
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CHAPTEE XXIL 

BüT before Couleon was raaiTied, many small evente 
happened — sraall events to all but Philip. To liim 
thej were as tUe siiii and moon, Thi daya when he 
w&nt up to Hajtersbnnk and Sylvia spoke to him, the 
dajs when he weut up and sho had apparently no 
heart to ßpeak to any one, but left the room as soon 
as he camCf or never entered it at all^ although shiä 
muBt have known that he waa there — these were bla 
altemations from bappiness to sorrow. 

From her parents he always had a welcome. Op- 
pressed by their daug-hters de]jression of gpirits, they> 
bailed the coming' of any visitor as a change for her' 
as well as for tbemselves. The former intimacy with 
the Comeys was in abeyanee for all parties, owing to 
Bessy Comey's out-spokea grief for tbe loss of her 
Cousin, as if ßhe bad had reason to look npon him as 
her lover, wberoaa Bylvia^s parentM feit tbis as a slur 
npon their daugbter'fi canse of grief. But although at 
tbis time tbe mem bers of the two families ceased to 
geek after each other^s Eociety, nothing was said. Tbe 
thread of friendship might he joined afreeh at any time, 
only just now it was broken; and Philip was glad of 
iL Before goin^ to Haytersbank he songbt e.ach time 
for some little present with which to make bis Coming 
welcome. And now he wished even more than evor 
that Sylvia had cared for leamlng; if sbe bad be coiild 
bare taken her many a pretty ballad, or story-book, 
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such as were tlien in vogue. 'He did try her with the 
translation oft the Sm'vow'i of ]Vrrlhei*^ so populär at 
the tjme that it bad a place in all pedlars' baskets, 
with Law 's Sf^Hous ÜalJ. the Pt^grrm^s J^rogres.^^ Klop- 
Btoek*s Mii.^siahy aud FftratUse Last. But she could not 
read it for herself j aud after tuming' the leavea langnidly 
over^ and Bmiliug' a little at the picture of Charlotte 
cuttiüg bread and butter in a left-handed mann&r, she 
put it aside ou* the shelf by the Comphte F>irrier\ aad 
there Philip saw it^ upBide down and untonchedf tbe 
next time he eame to the farra, 

Many a time during' tbat summ er did hc turu to 
the few veraes in G-enesis in which Jacob's twice seven 
years^ serviee for Rachel is related, aud try and taka 
freah heart tVom the reward which came to the pa- 
triarch^s constancy at last. After tryiug hooke, noBe- 
gays^ smatt presents of prefcty artickß of dreas, such as 
suited the notions of those days^ aud fiuding' them all 
received with the sauie languid gratitude, he set hiraself 
to endeavour to please her iu some other way. It was 
time that h^ should changc bis tactics; for the girl was 
becoTJung weary of the uecessity ibr tbankiug him, 
every time he t^ame, for some little favour or other. 
She wished he would let her aloue, aud not watch her 
contiuually with sucJi sad eyes. Her father and mother 
baiied her first signs of impatieut pcttdanee towards 
him^ as a return to the old State of things before Kin- 
raid bad eome tö disturb the teuour of their llves; for 
even Daniel had tumed against the speckflioueer^ ini- 
tated by the Comeys' lond moaus over tliß loss of the 
man to whom their daughter eaid that she was attached. 
If Daniel wished for him to he alive again, it was 
mamlj that the Comeys migbt be couTinced tbat bis 
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ttst vi Bit to the neighboürhood of Monkshaven was for 
lihe sake of tlie pale and silent Sylvia, and not for tliat 
Ibf Bessy, wko corapkined of Kinraid^a tmtimely deatl» 
kä^tlier aa if by it she liad been clieated of a husband 
liban for any ovtirwhelraing personal loye towards the 
[ieceasöd, 

*If he were a^^er her he were a big black Bcound- 
Jtel, tbat'ß wliat be were; and a wlsli he were alive a^ain 
Ipa be büng. But a dunüot belicve it^ tliem Corney 
ßseflwere always a-talking an^ ii-tblnking on sweethearts, 
ad niver a man crossed t' threshold but they tried him 
[on as a busbaud. An* tbeir mother were no better r 
Linraid has spoken civil to Bessy as besame a lad to 
[^ lass, and she makes an ado over him aa if tbey^d been 
cbtirch together not a week sin\" 
"I dimnot tiphold t' Comeys; but Molly Comey 
-as 13 Molly B runton now— used to speak on this dead 
nan to our Sylvia as if he were her sweetheart in old 
r^ays, Now tbere's no smoke without fire, and I*m 
thiiiking it's llkely enough he were one of thcm follows 
as in always afler somc lasis or anothor, and, as otten 
Btafi noti two or three at a time. Now laok at Philip 
^hrhat a different one be läi He^s niver thought on a 
^nroman bat üui' Sylvia, TU be bouud, I wish he werea't 
^no old-fasbioned and faint-bearted.'^ 
^P^ "Äyi and t' shop's doing a vast o' busineBs, Tve 
lieard aay, He's a deal better comp any j too, uot he 

used to be. He'd a way o' preaching wi' him aa a 

ouldn't abide; but now be takcs bia glaas, au' lioldö 

tongucj leaving room for wiaer meu to öay their say." 

Such waä a conjagal colloquy about tbiö time. 

Philip was gaining ground with üaniel, and that was 

bomcthing tuwaida winaing Sylvia's iieait; for ak^ ^^^ 
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ttoaware nf her father's elmuo^e of feeling towards Kin- 
raid, and took all his tendemess towards lierself m 
if they were marks of liis retard for her lost lover and 
his uymjiatLy in her los§, instead of which he was rather 
f'eelmg as if it naight be a good thing after all that the 
fickle-hearted sailor was dead and drowned. In fact, 
Daniel was verj like a child in all the parts of his 
char acter. He was strongljr affeeted by whatQver was 
present, and apt to forget the absent He acted on 
impalse^ and too often had reason to be sorry for it; 
but he hated his son'ow too much to let it teach him 
wisdom for the fature. With all his many faults, howe- 
ver, he had something in him which tu ade him be 
dearly loved^ both by the daughter whom he indulged^ 
and the wife who was in fact sapeiior to him, bat 
whom he imagined that he mied with a wise and ab- 
solute Bway, 

Love to Sylvia gave Philip tact. He seemed to 
find out that to please the women of the bousehold he 
muät pay all possible attention to the man; and thongh 
be cared little in comparison for Daniel, yet this an tum n 
he was continually tbinking of how iie could please 
him, When he had said or done anything to gratify 
or am ose her father, By Ivia smiled and was kind. 
Wliatever he did was right witb his annt; but even 
she was unusually gl ad when her husband was please d. 
Still Ms progress was slow towards hie object; and 
often he sighed bimself tu sleep with the words, "seven 
years, and maybe seven years more." Then in bis 
dreaniB he saw Kinraid again, sometimes struggling, 
sometimes sailing towards land^ the only one on board 
a swift advancing ship, aloue on deck^ stern and aven- 
ging; tili Philip awoke in remorseful ten'or* 
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Such and slniilar dreams r^tumed with the greater 
frequency wlien, in the T^ovember of that year^ the 
coast bctween Hartiopool and Monkshaven waB over- 
shftdewed bj the preseoce of guard-ships, driven soutli 
from their Station at North Shields by the resolution 
which the sailors of that port had entered into to resaat 
the pre&s-gang, and the energy with which they had 
begun to earry out their determination. Por on a cer- 
tain Tuesday eveoing yet remerabered by old inhabi- 
tants of North Shields, the sailors in the merchant ser- 
vice met togother and overpowored the press-gang, 
dismissing them from the town with the highest con~ 
tempt, and with their jackets reyersed. A nuraerons 
mob went with them to CMrton Bar 5 gave them tbree 
cheers at parting, but vowed to tear them limb from 
lirab should they seek to re-enter North Shieldg. Btit 
a few days afterwards some fresh cause of Irritation 
arose, aad five hundred aailora, armed witli such awords 
and pistols as they could collect, paraded through the 
town in the most riotoiiB m anner ^ and at last attempted 
to seizo tbe tendor JCftumor^ on somc pretext of tlie 
iU-treatment of the impressed men aboard. This en- 
deavour falle d, howevcr, owing to the energetic condnct 
of the officers in command. Next day this body of 
sailors aet ofF for Newcaatle; but leaming, betöre they 
reached the town, that there wag a strong military and 
civil force prepared to rcceive them there, they diiapersed 
for tbe time^ but not before the good citizena had 
recöived a great fright, the drums of tbe North York- 
shire militia beating to arnis, and the terrified people 
ruahing out into the streeta to Icfiru the reaaon of tbe 
alarm, and some of them seeing the militia, und er the 
com m and of tho Earl of Fauconberg, marching from ^ 
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tlie guard-hous^ adjomm^ N^ew Gata to tliG Louae of 
rende^vous for impressed seamen in the Broad Chase, 
But a few weekg after, tlie imprcssmeat service took 
their revenge for tlje ibsiiUh tbey had been subjected 
to in North Bliields, In tho dead of nigLt a cordon was 
formed roand that town hj a re^ment stationed at 
Tynemouth barracke; the press-gaug-s belonging to 
armed ves^ela Ijing off Shields barbour were let lo^iee; 
110 one witbiu tlie circle could escapej and iipwards of 
two hundred and Hfty raei), eaüors, mechanksj labourers 
of evc^ry description^ wer© fbrced on board the armed 
ßhipti. Witb that prize thej set sail, and wisely left 
the place, wLere deep passionatß ven^ance was sworn 
agaiiist theni> Not all the dread of an iuvasion by the 
French could rcconcilo the peoplo of these coasts to the 
neceasity of unpressment. Fear and confusion prevaiied 
ailer this to within many mik'S of the sea-sbore. A 
Yorkshire gentleroao of rank eaid that hie labourers 
disperäed like a covey of birds, becauae a press-gang 
was reported to have etablished iteelf so tVtr iuland as 
Tadeaster; and thoy only retmiicd to work on the 
ftösurance from the Bteward of his master^a protectioD, 
but even theu beggcd leave to sleep on straw in tho 
Stahles or onthouscä belonging to their landlord, not 
daring to sleep at their own homea. No fish was eaught, 
for the fishermen dared not venture out to sea^ the 
markets were deserted, as the press-gangs might com© 
down on any gathering of men; priceB were raised, and 
imany were impoverished ; many otbers ruined. For in 
I the great atmggle in which England was then involved» 
the navy was esteemed her safeguard; and men muit 
l be bad at any price of moiiey^ or suffcring, or of inj US- 
[tiee. Lands men were kidnapped and taken to Lou- 
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don^ tbere, in too many mstances, to be discliarged 
witbout redresB and pennileäs^ because tbey were dis- 
covered to be iiselesB for tbe purpose for whicb they 
had been taken. 

Autumii brou^bt back tbe wbaling' abipa.' But tbe 
pmod of their retum was füll of ghmmy anxiety, 
itistead of its being- tbe annual time of rejoicing aud 
feaating; of gladdened bouaeboldö, wbere brave steady 
buBbanda or äona reliinied; of unUmited and recklega 
expendituröj and boisteroiis jovjality among tbose wbo 
tbought tbat tbey had earned uuboiinded licence on 
öhore by their six montha of com pell ed abstinence. In 
other years tbia bad been tbe time for new and band' 
8ome wintei" clothing; for cbeerful if bumble bospitality: I 
for tbe abopkeepers to display tbeir gayest and best \ 
for tbe publje-houses to be crowded^ for tbe streeta to 
be füll of blue jackets, rolling along witb meiiy words 
and open bearts. In otber years tbe boiling-bouseB had 
ijeen füll of active workers^ tbe staitbea erowded witb 
barrels, tbe shipcarpenterB' y?irda tbronged witb aeamea 
and captains; now a few men, tempted by high wageSi 
went stealthUy by back laues to tbeir work, clnstering 
togetber^ witb sinister looka, glancing rouad cornera, 
and fearful of every approacbing foostep, aa if tbey 
were going on Süine unlawful buamesa, inatead of trne 
boöest work. Most of tbem kept tbeir wlialing-knivea 
aboiit tbem ready for bloody defenee if tbey were 
attaßked. Tlie ahops were almost deserted; tbere was 
no unnecesßary expenditure by tbe men; tbey dared 
not venture out to buy lavisb presents for tbe wife or 
Bweetbeart or little chlldren. Tbe publicdionses kept 
icoutB on tbe look-out; while fierce men drank and 
»wäre deep oatba of vengeance in tbe bar — men wk-ci 
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did Ortt mmmdcr in their ciips^ nor grow foolishly mcny, 
but 111 whom Hquör called forth all the desperate, bad 
passions of liumaii uature. 

Imleed, all along tbe coast of Yorkshirei it seemed 
fts if a bligbt btmg o%^er the land and the people. 
Men dodged about their daily buainess with h atared 
and sBBpitiion in their eyes, and many a eurse weut 
over the Bea to the three fatal shipi lying motiooleas 
at anchor three miles off Monkshaven. Wbea first 
Philip had heard in bis shop that tbese tbree men-of- 
war might be Beeo lying feil and still on the grey 
honzoiif Mb heart sank, and he scareely dared to ask 
their names. For if one sbonld be the Alce^iis; if 
Kintaid should send word to Sylvia; if he should say 
he was Hving^ and loving, and faitbful^ if It ehotitd 
come to pass that the fact of the nndelivered message 
sent by her lover through Philip should reach Sylyia'i 
ears; what would be the position of the latter, not 
raerely in her love — tbat, of coursei wonld be hop€-* 
less — but in her esteem? All sophistry vanished, 
the fear of detection awakened Philip to a sen&a of 
guilt; and, besides, he fouud out, that in spite of all 
idle talk aud careless slander, he could not help be- 
lieving that Kinraid was in terrible eamest wheu he 
uttered those passionate words, aud entreated that 
they tnight be borne to Sylvia. Some instinct told 
Philip that if the apeckßioneer had only flirted with 
too many, yet thal for Sylvia Robsoii his love was 
true and vehement The» Philip ta-jed to convince 
Iiimself that from all that was said of hia previous 
ebaracter, Kinraid was not capable of an enduring 
con^tant attachment; and with such pocr Opiate to his 
conscieuee m he could obtain from this notion Philip 
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was obliged to remain content, iintil, a day or two 
aftei* the first intelli^ence of the preBence of those tliree 
eliipa^ he iearQed^ wlth somo tronble and pains, tliat 
their names were the M^gif^ra^ the helle rophon^ and 
the Tfmmver, 

Then he began to pereeive how unlikelj^ it was 
that the Afcfsth shonld have been üngpering oa this 
ghore all these manj nionths. 8 he wm^ doubtless^ 
gone far away by this timo-j she had, probably, joined 
the fieet on the war Station, Who coald teil what 
had become of her and her crew; she might have been 
in battle before now, and if so - — 

So bis previona fancios shrank to nothing, rebuked 
for their improbabilityT ^^d with them vanished bis 
self-reproach. Yet ther© were times when the populär 
attention seemed total ly absorbed hy the dread of the 
press-gang; when no otber snbject was talked about 
— hardly, in fact, thonght abont. At such flows of 
panic, Philip had bis own private fears lest a flash of 
light ehould come upon By Ivia, and ßhe shonld sud- 
denly see that Kinraid^s ahsencc might he accounted 
for in another way beaides death. But when he 
reaeoned, thia seemed nnükely. No man-of-war had 
been seen off the coast — or^ if seen^ had never been 
spoken about ^ at the time of Kinraid's disappearance. 
If he bad vanished thiä winter time, every ono would 
have been eonvinced that the presa-gang had seiaed 
lipon him, Philip bad never heard any one breathe 
the dreaded name of the Alveftfis. Besides, he went 
on to think, at tbe farm they are ont of hearing 
of thia one great weary snbject of talk, But it waa 
not so, as he became convinced one evening, His 
aunt eaught bim a little aside while Sylvia waa in. 
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the daiiy« and her husband talkmg in the slüppon witli 

**For good*ö Bake, Philip, dun not thee bring um talk 
aboTit t* presäs-gaug'. It's a tbing tia bas gut hold on 
mj measter, tili tbou 'd tbink bim possesaod. He*s 
speaking perpetitftl on it i* sucb a way, tbat tbou *d 
think ho wero itcbing to kill tbem a- afore he tasted 
bread again. He realljr tremblea wi* rage and p^ission; 
an^ a* night i€s just as bad. He starta up i' bia sleep, 
swearing and cui-tiing at *em, tili Vm aometimes afeard 
beUl mak' an ond o^ me by mi stake. And wbat man 
be do last night bnfe opeii out ou Charley Kiuraid, 
and teil Sylvie ho tbought m'appoa t* gang had got 
hold on bim. It might make bei' cry a* ber Baut tears 
o*©r again/^ 

Philip spokc, by no wieb of hia own^ but as if 
compelled to speak. 

"An' wbo knowa but what it's true?" 

Tbe instant tbese words bad eome out of his lipe 
ho could have bitten his tonguo off* And yet aftet- 
wards it was a gort of balm to bis conacience that be 
had so öpoken. 

^*What nonaensei Philip!" said his aunt; "wby, 
these feaiBome shipa were far out o' sigbt wben he 
went away, gtmd go witb bim , and Sylvia just getting 
oW ber trouble so uicely, and even my measter went 
on for to iay if tbey'd getten hold on bim» he were 
not a chap to stay wi' 'em; be'd gi'en proofs oo bis 
hatr^d to ^em, time on. He cither ba' made ofl* — 
an^ then eure enougb we should ba' heerd 00 bim 
soTneboTT — them Comeyi is füll on bim still and 
thoyVe a deal to do wi' bia folk beyond New- 
eassel ^ or i;^ my measter says he weie juat t* chap 
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to hang' or drowii hisser soonor nor do aught agaiu 
liis wiU." 

"What did Sylvia saj?" asked Philip in a hoaraa 
low voice. 

*^8ay? why, a' she could say was to burst out 
cry'mgy aad after a bit, she just repeated her feyther*ö 
worda, and said anyhow he was dead, fot he*d niver 
live to go to sea iri' a press-gang. She knowed him 
too well for that. Thou sees she thinks a deal ou him 
for a apirited t^hap, aa can do what be will. I helie' 
me she first hegan to thiak on him time o' t' fight 
aboard the Good FoHnne^ when Darlej were killed, 
and he would seem tauielike to her if he couldn't 
coBquer presa-gangs, and men-o^-war, Bhe^a soooer 
think 031 him drowned^ bb she^e ne^er to see him 

"It'a best Bo/' said Philip^ and then to calm his 
tmusually excited aimt, he promised to avoid the Süb- 
je et of the presa-gang as much as posaible. 

But it was a promise very difficult of Performance, 
for Daniel Eobson was, as hia wife said, like one 
poesessed. He could hardly think of anything elae, 
though he himaelf was occaaioEally weaty of the aame 
constantly recurring idea, and would fain have banished : 
it from bis mind. He waa too old a mau to be llkely 
to be taken by them ; he bad no aon to become their } 
victim; bat the terror of them, which he bad braved] 
and defied in bis youth, seemed to come back andl 
take posaessioD of him in his age; and witb the terror j 
came impatient batred. Since hia wife'a iHness thol 
previous winter he had been a more so her man nntil] 
now. He was nevex exactly drunk, for he had a. 
atrong well-seaaoned headj but the craving to hear the 
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last news of the actions of the press-gang drew him 
into Monkshaven nearly every day at this dead agri- 
cultural season of the year; and a public -honse is 
generally the focos from which gossip radiates; and 
probably the amount of drink thus consomed wakened 
Bobson^s power over his mind, and cansed the con- 
centration of thought on one subject. This may be 
a physiological explanation of what afterwards was 
spoken of as a supematnral kind of possession, leading 
him to his doom. 
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